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oer 


Reaper, in thy passage from. the Bank—where 
thou hast been receiving thy half-yearly dividends 
(supposing thou art a lean annuitant like myself))— 
to the Flower Pot, to secure a place for Dalston, or 
Shacklewell, or some other thy suburban retreat 
northerly,—didst thou never observe a melan- 
choly looking, handsome, brick and stone edifice, to 
the left—-where Threadneedle-street abuts. upon 
Bishopsgate? I dare say thou hast often admired its 
magnificent portals ever gaping wide, and disclosing 
to view a grave court, with cloisters, and pillars, with 
few or no traces of goers-in or comers-out—a deso- 
lation something like Balclutha’s*. 

This was once a house of trade,—a centre of busy 
interests. ‘The throng of merchants was here—the 


* I passed by the walls of Balclutha, and they were desolate.— 
Ossian. 
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quick pulse of gain—and here some forms of busi- 
ness are still kept up, though the soul be long since 
fled. Here are still to be seen stately porticos; im- 
posing staircases ; offices roomy as the state apart- 
ments in palaces—deserted, or thinly peapled with 
a few straggling clerks ; the still more sacred inte- 
riors of court and committee rooms, with venerable 
_ faces of beadles, door-keepers—-directors ‘seated in 
form on solemn days (to proclaim a dead. dividend,) 
at long worm-eaten tables, that have been mahogany, 
with tarnished gilt-leather coverings, supporting 
massy silver inkstands long since dry ;—the oaken 
wainscots hung with pictures of deceased governors 
and sub-governors, of queen Anne, and. the two 
first monarchs of the Brunswick dynasty ;—huge 
charts, which subsequent discoveries have _anti- 
quated ;—-dusty maps of Mexico, dim as dreams,— 
and soundings of the Bay of Panama !—-The long 
passages hung with buckets, appended, .in idle row, 
to walls, whose substance might defy any, short of 
the last, conflagration :—with vast, ranges of, cellar- 
age under all,. where dollars and pieces of. eight 
once Jay,, an ‘¢ unsunned heap,” for. Mammon to 
have solaced his solitary heart withal,;—-long since 
dissipated, or scattered into air at the blast of the 
breaking of that famous Busste. 
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Such is the Soutn Sra-Hovuse. At least, such it 
was forty years ago, when I knew it,—a magnificent 
relic! What alterations may have been made in it 
since, I have had no opportunities of verifying. 
Time, I take for granted, has not freshened it. No 
wind has resuscitated the face of the sleeping waters. 
A thicker crust by this time stagnates upon it. The 
moths, that were then battening upon its obsolete 
ledgers and day-books, have rested from their de- 
predations, but other light generations have suc- 
ceeded, making fine fretwork among their single 
and double entries. Layers of dust have accumu- 
lated (a superfcetation of dirt !) upon the old layers, 
that seldom used to be disturbed, save by some 
curious finger, now and then, inquisitive to explore 
the mode of book-keeping in Queen Anne’s reign ; 
or, with less hallowed curiosity, seeking to unveil 
some of the mysteries of that tremendous HoAx, 
whose extent the petty peculators of our day look 
back upon with the same expression of incredulous 
admiration, and hopeless ambition of nvalry, as would 
become the puny face of modern conspiracy con- 
templating the Titan size of Vaux’s superhuman plot. 

Peace to the manes of the BussBiE! Silence and 
destitution are upon thy walls, proud house, for a 
memorial ! 

BR 
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Situated as thou art, in the very heart of stirring 
and living commerce,—amid the fret and fever of 
speculation—with the Bank, and the "Change, and 
the India-house about thee, in the hey-day of present 
prosperity, with their important faces, as it were, in- 
sulting thee, their poor neighbour out of business — 
to the idle and merely contemplative,—to such as 
me, old house! there is a charm in thy quiet :—a 
cessation—a coolness from business—an indolence 
almost cloistral—which is delightful! With what 
reverence have I paced thy great bare rooms and 
courts at eventide! ‘They spoke of the past :—the 
shade of some dead accountant, with visionary pen © 
in ear, would flit by me, stiff as in life. Living 
accounts.and accountants puzzle me. I have no 
skill in figuymmg.. But thy great dead tomes, which 
scarce three degenerate clerks of the present day 
could lift from their, enshrining shelves—with their 
ald. fantastic. floprishes, and decorative rubric inter- 
Jacings+~their sums in, triple .columniations,,. set 
down with formal superfluity of cyphers—with pious 
tentences. atthe. beginning, without which: our, re- 
ligiqus ancestors, never ventured to open a book of 
dusipess,:or bill of lading—the costly, vellum covers 
of came of, them almost, persuading ps that, we ane 
got intg.same petter library,—are very agreeable 
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and edifying spectacles. I can look upon these de- 
funct dragons with complacency. Thy heavy odd- 
shaped ivory-handled penknives (our ancestors had 
every thing on a larger scale than we have hearts 
for) are as good as any thing from Herculaneum. 
The pounce-boxes of ourdays have gone retrograde. 

The very clerks which I remember in the South 
Sea-House—I speak of forty years back—had an 
air very different from those in the publie offices 
that I have had to do with since. ‘They Eaten of 
the genius of the place ! 

They were mostly (for the establishment did not 
admit of superfluous salaries) bachelors. Generally 
(for they had not much to do) persons of a curious 
and speculative turn of mind. Old-fashioned, for 
a reason mentioned ‘before. - Humorists, for they 
were ‘of~all descriptions; and, not havmg been 
brought together in early'life (which has a tendency 
to assimilate the members -of corporate bodies to 
each other), but, for the most part, placed in this 
house‘in ripe or middle age, they necessarily carried 
into it their separate habits and oddities; unquahfied, 
if I may so speak,’ as into a common stock. Hence 
they formed a sort of Noah's ark. Odd 'fishes. A 
lay-monastery. Domestic retainers in a great house, 
kept more for show than use. Yet pleasant fel- 
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lows, full of chat—and not a few among them had 
arrived at considerable proficiency on the German 
flute. 

The cashier at that time was one Evans, a Cam- 
bro-Briton. He had something of the choleric 
complexion of his countrymen stamped on his 
visage, but was a worthy sensible man at bottom. 
He wore his hair, to the last, powdered and frizzed 
out, in the fashion which I remember to have seen 
m caricatures of what were termed, in my young 
days, Maccaronies. He was the last of that race of 
beaux. Melancholy as a gib-cat over his counter 
all the forenoon, I think I see him, makmg up his 
cash (as they call it) with tremulous fingers, as if he 
feared every one about him was a defaulter ; in his 
hypochondry ready to imagine himself one; haunted, . 
at least, with the idea of the possibility of his be- 
coming ore: his tristful visage clearing up a ‘little 
over his roast neck of veal at Anderton’s at“two 
(where his ‘picture stilt hangs, thkei-a Tittle Befdre 
his déath by destre'of the master of the doffee-heust!' 
which he had frequented for che last fivecand-twenty! 
years), but not 'ateainitio the nteridiaw of ite afitial’ 
tion ‘til evening brought ‘on the ‘hows ‘of! ten utd! 
visiting. “The vitndltateoa’ sound 6f Kis welt ktlewiy 
rap at ‘the ‘ddor'with' the: stroke: of ‘the tldek’ ane” 
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nouncing six, was a topic of never-failing mirth in 
the families which this dear old bachelor gladdened 
with his presence. Then was his forte, his glorified 
hour !' Howwould he chirp; and expand, over a muf- 
fin! How would he dilate into secret history! Hs 
countryman, Pennant himself, in particular, could not 
be more eloquent than he in relation to old: and new 
London—the site of old: theatres; churches, streets 
gone to decay—where Rosomond’s pond stood—the 
Mulberry-gardens—and the Conduit in Cheap— 
with many a pleasant anecdote, derived from pater- 
nal tradition, of those grotesque figures which Ho- 
garth has ‘immortalized in his picture of Noon,— 
the worthy descendants of those heroic. confessors, 
who, flying to this. country, from the wrath of 
Louis, the Fourteenth and. his dragpons,. kept alive 
therisaaeyef. pare religion in, the sheltering, obscuri- 
tee pf. ieee and. - wicmajty:.of the ila 
Dials,!, a ntope tie Foote 4, 
| Reins was. 3. Thomas Tame. He 
had the.air and: steop ofa nobleman... You. weuld 
haye taken, bin forone, bad you met, bam in.sone; of 
the passages leading.to, Westminater-hall. .By stoop, 
Emean, that gentle bending of the body, fonwarda,. 
whighi J gtsatimep, aust, be supposed to be; the. 
effart pf, ign. habitual condeyending.attentiqn to the 
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applications of their inferiors. While he held you 
in converse, you felt strained to the height in the 
colloquy. The conference over, you were at leisure 
to smile at the comparative insignificance of the pre- 
tensions. which had just awed you. His intellect 
was of the shallowest order. It did not reach to a 
saw or a proverb. His mind was in its original 
state of white paper. A sucking babe might have 
posed him. What was it then? Washe rich? Alas, 
no! Thomas Tame was very poor. Both he and 
his wife looked outwardly gentlefolks, when I fear 
all was not well at all times within. She had a neat 
meagre person, which it was evident she had not 
sinned in over-pampering; but in its veins was 
noble blood. She traced her descent, by some laby- 
rinth of relationship, which I never thoroughly un- 
_ derstood,—«much:less can explain with any heraldic 
_ eertaintyat this timeof day,++to:the dustrious, but 
_ unfortemate: house of Detwentwater...‘This was the 
secret of ‘Thomas's stodp::; H'hiswas the, thought— 
the sentarhent:the bright. solitar}stanofiyouniives, 
ve dnild cand: happy. pair, —srbich cheered you, in 
the myghtoofantellect, :and..in tha:ebs¢unity.iafi yqur 
stagnant {Pils owas to yout instesd: of siches;shstéad 
- of vitals metéad of: ghttering,-attatorents -onnd it 
was worth: them all :togetiner::.; Yonsneakted atime 
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with it; but, while you wore it as a piece of de- 
fensive armour only, no insult likewise could reach 
you through it. Decus et solamen. 
Of quite another stamp was the then accountant, 
John Tipp. He neither pretended to high blood, 
nor in good truth cared one fig about the matter. 
He “thought an accountant the greatest character 
in the world, and himself the greatest accountant in 
it.” Yet John was not without his hobby. The 
fiddle relieved his vacant hours. He sang, cer- 
tainly, with other notes than to the Orphean lyre. 
He did, indeed, scream and scrape most abominably. 
His fine suite of official rooms in Threadneedle- 
street, which, without any thing very substantial 
appended to them, were enough to enlarge a man’s 
notions of himself that lived in them, (I know not 
who is the occupier of them now) resounded fort- 
nightly to the notes of a concert of “ sweet breasts,” 
'. as. Our ancestors would have called them, culled 

from: club-toums ‘and orchestrds-—chortus:singers— 
test: and !seednd ‘violonvellos‘+double: basses— and 
| charionetswho ate his: cqld. muttdény:and drank his 
‘\eparich; samd- praised his. ear: -.He: sate! hike Lord 
‘Midas-athong them: ' Bat at -the:desk Tipp was 
4 Guite: amother: sort -of creature. i Mbence!allideas, 
‘ that were purely ornamental, were bantthed: You 
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could not speak of any thing romantic without re- 
buke. Politics were excluded. A newspaper was 
thought too refined and abstracted. The whole 
duty of man consisted in writing off dividend war- 
rants. ‘The striking of the annual balance in the 
company’s books (which, perhaps, differed from the 
balance of last year in the sum. of 25/. 1s. 6d.) occu- 
pied his days and nights for a month previous. Not 
that Tipp was blind to the deadness of things (as 
they call them in the city) in his beloved house, 
or did not sigh for a return of the old stirring days 
when South Sea hopes were young—(he was indeed 
equal to the wielding of any the most intricate ac- 
counts of the most flourishing company in these or 
those days):—-but to a genuine accountant the dif- 
ference of proceeds is as: nothing. ‘The-fractiohal 
farthing: is as'dearito his ‘heart asthe thousands: 
which: staid) before at, : Hie is: the true «totor,. whey: 
whether his! part! be a:prines or & peasants manetl ack. 
it with itke ittensity: . With Tipp fom waxievery: 
thing. +: Hig life:.was formal:: «His: actions: seemed. 
roled: with: «ruler. His: pen: was: net-less emg: 
than '‘hisheart: ‘| He made the best exetutor ib'the: 
world : he was plagued: with incessant executorsinps| 
accordingly, which: excited his spleerr aadusodthed 
his ‘vanity din vequaki ratios: He: wwould:.swean .{for' 
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Tipp swore) at the little orphans, whose rights he 
would guard with a tenacity like the grasp of the 
dying hand, that commended their interests to his 
protection. With all this there was about him a 
sort of timidity—(his few enemies used to give it a 
worse name)—a something which, in reverence to 
the dead, we will place, if you please, a little on this 
side of the heroic. Nature certainly had been pleased 
to endow John Tipp with a sufficient measure of 
the principle of self-preservation. ‘There is a cow- 
ardice which we do not despise, because it has no- 
thing base or treacherous in its elements ; it betrays 
itself, not you: it is mere temperament; the absence 
of the romantic and the enterprising ; it sees a lion 
in the way, and will not, with Fortinbras, “ greatly 
find quarrel: in a straw,” when same supposed ho- 
nour #3 at stkke:: ‘Eipp never mounted the box of 
& staye-toaoh srhis life; dr leaned against: the rails 
ofa babeony s:.er, walked upon the nidge:of-a parapet; 
ortiwoked: dewat 9: precipice; or: lat off a gun;. or 
Went epenva \watdr-party; or would: willingly let 
yeago zfheeould :have; helped. it, neathen was: it 
redordedcof: him, that for lnere,.o# for intimidstien, 
‘Trejevem fovsoal: fend: or ‘prinniple, ;' Pie) may) es SO 

bAbouh mexto:sball: we eummon. ftom, the: dusty: 
dead, 8 whorh leammeati qualities become nneammon? | 


12 THE SOUTH-SEA HOUSE. 


Can I forget thee, Henry Man, the wit, the polished 
man of letters, the author, of the South Sea House ? 
who never enteredst thy office in a morning, or quit- 
tedst it in mid-day—(what didst thou in an office ?) 
—without some quirk that left a sting! Thy gibes 
and thy jokes are now extinct, or survive but in two 
forgotten volumes, which I had the good fortune to 
rescue from a stall in Barbican, not three days ago, 


and found thee terse, fresh, epigrammatic, as alive. | 


Thy wit is a little gone by in these fastidious days 
—thy topics are staled by the “ new-born gauds” 
of the time:—but great thou used to be in Public 
Ledgers, and in Chronicles, upon Chatham, and 
Shelburne, and Rockingham, and Howe, and Bur- 
goyne, and Clinton, aud the war which ended in the 
tearing from Great Britain her rebellious colonies, — 
and Keppel, and Wilkes, and Sawbnidge, and Bull, 
and Dunning, and Pratt, and Richmond,—and such 
small politics. | 

A little less facetious, and a great deal more ob- 
' streperous, was fine rattling, rattleheaded Plumer. 
He was descended,—not in a right line, reader, (for 
his lineal pretensions, like his personal, favoured a 
little of the sinister bend) from the Plumers of Hert- 
fordshire. So tradition gave him out; and certain 
family features not a little sanctioned the opinion, 


7 


THE SOUTH-SEA HOUSE. 13 


Certainly old Walter Plumer (his reputed author) 
had been a rake in his days, and visited much in 
Italy, and had seen the world. He was uncle, ba- 
chelor-uncle, to the fine old whig still living, who 
has represented the county in so many successive 
parliaments, and has a fine old mansion near Ware. 
Walter flourished in George the Second’s days, and 
was the same who was summoned before the House 
of Commons about a business of franks, with the 
old Duchess of Marlborough. You may read of it 
in Johnson’s Life of Cave. Cave came off cleverly 
in that business. It is certain our Plumer did no- 
thing to discountenance the rumour. He rather 
seemed pleased whenever it was, with all gentle- 
ness, insinuated. But, besides his family preten- 
sions, Plumer was an engaging fellow, and sang glo- 
riously. 
_ Not so sweetly sang Plumer as thou sangest, mild, 
child-like, pastoral M——-; a flute’s breathing less 
divinely whispering than thy Arcadian melodies, 
when, , in tones worthy of Arden, thou didst chant 
that. song sung by Amiens to the banished Duke, 
which proclaims | the winter, wind more lenient than 
for, a,man to be ungrateful. . Thy sire, was old 
surly 1 M- , the ‘unapproachable churchwarden of 
Bishopsgate. He knew not what he did, when he 


themes 
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begat thee, like spring, gentle offspring of bluster- 
" ing winter :—only unfortunate in thy ending, which 
should have been mild, concilatory, swan-like. 

Much remains to sing. Many fantastic shapes 
rise up, but they must be mine in private :—already 
I have fooled the reader to the top of his bent ;— 
else could I omit that strange creature Woollett, 
who existed in trying the question, and bought liti- 
gations ?—and still stranger, inimitable, solemn 
Hepworth, from whose gravity Newton might have 
deduced the law of gravitation. How profoundly 
would he nib a pen—with what deliberation would 
he wet a wafer ! 

But it is time to close—night’s wheels are rattling 
fast over me—it is proper to have done with this 
solemn mockery. 

Reader, what if I have been playing with thee 
all this while—peradventure the very names, which 


I have summoned up before thee, are fantastic— 
insubstantial—like Henry Pimpernel, and old John 
Naps of Greece : 
Be satisfied that something answering to them has 
had a being. Their importance is from the past. 


OXFORD IN THE VACATION. 


—— 


Castixe a preparatory glance'at the bottom of 
this article—as' the wary connoisseur in prints, with 
cursory eye (which, while it reads, seems as though 
it read not,) never fails to consult the quis sculpsit 
in the corner, before he pronounces some rare piece 
to be a Vivares, or a Woollet methinks I hear 
you exclaim, Reader, Who is Elia? 

Because in my last I tried to divert thee with 
some half-forgotten humours of some old clerks de- 
funct, in an old house of business, long since gone 
to decay,- doubtless you have already set me down 


in your mind as one of the self-same college 


a 
votary, of the desk—a notched and cropt scrivener 
-—one that sucks his sustenance, as certain sick peo- 
ple are said to do, through a quill. | 

Well, I do agnize something of the sort.._ I con- 
fess that it is my humour, my fancy—in the fore- 
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part of the day, when the mind of your man of letters 
requires some relaxation—(and none better than 
such as at first sight seems most abhorrent from his 
beloved studies)—to while away some good hours 
of my time in the contemplation of indigos, cottons, 
raw silks, piece-goods, flowered or otherwise. In 
the first plaee * * * %* %* * # 
and then it sends you home with such increased 
appetite to your books * * * * *# 
not to say, that your outside sheets, and waste 
wrappers of foolscap, do receive into them, most 
kindly and naturally, the mmpression of sonnets, 
epigrams, essays—so that the very parings of a 
counting-house are, in some sort, the settings up of 
anauthor. The enfranchised quill, that has plodded’ 
all the morning among the cart-rucks of figures and 
cyphers, frisks' and curvets so at its ease over the 
flowery carpet-ground of a midnight dissertation.— 
It feels its promotion. * _* * = -& 
So that you see, upon the whole, the literary dig- 
nity of Elia is very little, if at all, pi a in 
the condescension. 

Not that, in my anxious detail of the many com- 
modities ‘incidental to the: life of a public office, I 
would be thought blind to certain flaws, which a 
cunning carper might be able to pick in this Joseph’s 
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vest. And here I must have leave, in the fulness 
of my soul, to regret the abolition, and doing-away- 
with altogether, of those consolatory interstices, and 
sprinklings of freedom, through the four seasons,— 
the red-letter days, now become, to all intents and 
purposes, dead-letter days. There was Paul, and 
Stephen, and Barnabas— | 


Andrew and John, men famous in old times 


—we were used to keep all their days holy, as long 
back as I was at school at Christ’s. I remember 
their effigies, by the same token, in the old Basket 
Prayer Book. There hung Peter in his uneasy 
posture——holy Bartlemy in the troublesome act 
of flaying, after the famous Marsyas by Spagnoletti. 
I honoured them all, and could almost have 
wept the defalcation of Iscariot—so much did we 


love to keep holy memories sacred :—only methought 
I a little grudged at the coalition of the better Jude 
with Simon—clubbing (as it were) their sanctities 
together, to make up one poor gaudy-day between 
them—as an economy unworthy of the dispensation. 

These were bright visitations in a scholar’s and a 
clerk’s life—* far off their coming. shone.”—I was 
as good as an almanac in those days. I could have 
tuld you such a saint’s-day falls out next week, or 

Cc 
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the week; /after..,, Perad venture the, Epaphany 9 by 
some. periodical, anfelictty, would, once in, sx YATE, 
merge a7, 4. Sabbath.; -yNow am: I. ttle better, thar 
one, pf, the profane. .: Let me nat.be thought to ax, 
reign, she. wisders of ay civil, superiors, whe, hare 
Judged the, further. pbseryation. af these, holy tides 
to be. papistical, euperstiaqus., Only. in a-cyatom af 
such long standmag, methinks, if their Helinesses the 
Bishops bad; in. deceney,, bean frst sannded—nr-but 
lam wading: out.of my depths, . liam met-che, man 
to decide the limits of civil and ecclemagtical. ay- 
thority-——I]. am. plain, Elie-—no Selden;:nor, Arch- 
bishop: Usher--theugh; at. present in, the thidk of 
their, books, here in. the: heart. of learning, under, the 
shadow of the mighty, Bodley, occas hi cpig fe uate 

-, can here play the gentleman, enagt.the student. 
To \such. a,one as. myself, who,hay been defrauded 
in his young years.of, the sweet i fond. of eeademnic 
Institution, nowhere 1S. 80: pleasant, itp whale, AWay A 
few .idle: weeks at, as one or other of the Universities. 
Ther: vacation, top, at. this. tume.of the yeat, fells an 
80, pat with; gurs., . Here. I can take my. walks ua- 
molested,,and. fancy myself of whet degree orstand- 
ing I. please, J, seem admitted ad eundem. (J, feteh 
up past, opportunities... J,can sise-atithe shapelnhell, 
and dream that.it rings for me. a meeds: of. hu- 
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mility: F.cee be-a Siar; or @ Serviter. ‘When the 
peatack ¢din rises, I-strut a-Gentlénian Coxathoner.., 
Ly griaver moments; I proceed: Masterof Arts. In- 
déed TI do not think I-am much unlike that réspect- 
alle charaetér: T have svew: your dim-eyed vergets, 
and’ bed-makers in spectacles, drop a ‘bow or curtsy, 
bs TE ‘pase, wisely ‘mnistaking ine ‘for -sbmethiny of 
the port! ¥igo'abbut in black; whieh: favours the 
notion: Only in Christ Church revérend quadrangle, 
iJ-vary-be ‘content to enemagans short ‘OE a Se- 
‘taphie Doctor, bo Pe we i a 
-., Phe walks at: these times are ‘so: nnuch-one’s own, 
‘u-the tall ‘trees of Christ’s, the groves of Magdalen ! 
‘£he-halls deserted, and: with open doors, mviting 
one to slip in unperceived, and pay a devorr to some 
‘Pounder; or'noble.cr royal Benefactress' (that should 
have been ‘ours )-whose- portrait: seems’ to smile upon 
Heir ever-ldoked beadsman; and-to adopt me- for 
‘ake own.” Then to take a peep itt by- the way at 
the-“buttertes;'alid: sculleries, redolent “df antique 
‘hospitality’ -the immédnde caves of kitchens, kitchen 
-fiiecplaces; ‘dordial ‘recesses ; ovens “whose fitst' pies 
“Wert: baked four centuries ago’ etid bpits:which have 
Heeédkdd for Chaneer! Not the nicanest:‘ minister 
“anone the dishes but is hallowed to me‘through his 
*mabination;-and the Cook. goes forth’ a ‘Manciple. 
C2 
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Pot te, SHOSEIOb Gitta ME ae ore cereaeer re 
- Antiquity |thoa-werdrousicharm,s whet art thouP 
that,:.being ,nothing,. art every thing}. Weheni shou 
wert, thon wertinot antiquity—then thea wext,no- 
thing, but, haret a remoter, antiquidy, jas thoy nll 
ed’st-1t, ta lank’ back ta, with bhad. yenerntionsitheu 
thyself bemg to thyself. flat, jesune, modern (,.. WW iat 
mystery, lurks. ,in this, retroversion,?.ar_shat -dalf 
Januses ft .are. wey that cannot, look forwartt with the 
same. idolatry with which.we for, everceyert! «A he 
mighty. future, is as, nething, being every:ithing}i the 
past is every; thang, being nothing! iy siti to bers 
What were thy. dark ages.?. ‘Surely, the sun_nose 
as brightly then. ag now,,and..map. gay haya to; his 
work, in, the. morning..... Why.is },4bat, we cap -never 
hear ,mention of, them. without..ap AOSPOBARYIAS 
feeling, ‘BS: itheugh a palpable pbagure had dinyned 
the faneiof things, gnd.that, our ancestors nrandered 
to.and fro groping 4 inomoretret hoanol £ aarbade 
~ Above, all. thy rarities, old Oxenfond, iwhate 
‘most arride and solace me, are thy repasitaries: of 
mouldexing learnmg, thy: shelves—rrqs ieee 21 «f 
What.» place to bein is ani old library! It seams 
as: though,all the souls;of. all the WFiters, that chave 
bequeathed, their. labours to. these, Badleians, were 
ceroertomn Hb ¢ det one t vodod pao sagen ot 


# Januses of one face.—Si1r THomMas Browne. 
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reposing here, as in some dormitory, or middle state. 
Ido not: want td' hutidie; td profane the leaves, their 
witidinigisheets.'I ebutd Hs soot dislodge a'shade. 
Tséeny to'linhule-ledminy,’ walkinp’ amid their 
foliage ¥'jand -the odour! of their’ old: mothiscented 
vovdrings!''is fragrant! as: the’ first ‘bloom ‘of: those 
acibntial apples which sréew anid the happy orehard. 
Stl less have F curtosity td‘ disturb the elder re- 
pose! Uf MSS." Phose warize: eetiones, ‘so tempting 
td the mureertidite' palettes; dobut disturb and un- 
Settle: wy ‘faith: E'atri'na Heéreulenean'vaker: ‘The 
credit of the three witnesses inight have slept unim- 
poached for me.''Tleave these curibsities to Porson, 
atid4o"G! D:4-whim, by the way, I found: busy 
he’a' nhbth ‘over Sortie rotten! archive, rummaged out 
Bf Suite ‘seldom ex plored! ‘press; ina nook #t- Oriel. 
With! fonip potty, ‘he'is prowri almost into a book. 
He ‘stbdd “48 passive ‘as'‘one by the side of the old 
shelves. I longed to new-coat him ‘in ‘Russia, and 
assin’ Him his place.‘ ‘He might have mustered for 
a tall Stapnita. (ob ee ee tee 

D. is assiduous itr his ‘visits to these seats of' learn- 
ing. No '‘inconsiderable portion of his moderate for- 
tune, I appreliend, xs consumed it jotirneys:-between 
them and Clifford’s-inn-—<-where, like-a dove on 


the asp’s nest, he has long taken up his unconscious 
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abode, amid gv iIncengrucus assembly ‘ of attorneys, 
attorneys’ clerks, ‘apparitors, promotdrs,) verminof 
the law, among whom e'sits; fin ealnivand sinless 
pesee.”: . The fangs-of the law pterée hi not»the: 
winds: of litigation bldw over his: humblei chambers 
—the hard shoriff’s offi¢er moves: his hat ashe!paseesi 
—legal nor illegal disecowrtesy touches i ham--shdne- 
thinks of offering violence: or knjustibe tolhm-youw 
would: as soon “strike ‘an ‘abstract idda)” tb scr 
. 1D. has been engaged; he tells me, through a course: 
of laborious years; in'an investigation Rito all Luriows: 
matter connected with: ‘the- two iUniversitids asd} 
has lately lic upon:a MS. collection of chartems, tres: 
lative to :C——-,’ by which. he hopet to settle:sonel 
disputed pointe—-particularly that-ldng:contvoversy! 
between them as to -priority of : foundation! | The 
atdor with: which he: engapes in thése:liberad pur 
mnts, Tam afraid, -has not: wet ‘with all) the! end 
couragement it deserved, either here, or at Cso.45 
Your’ caputs, and ‘heads: of colldges; eure less thaw 
any body else-about these questionsi-n€dutented:ts 
suck .the milky fountains of. ‘theirr--Alita -Maters, 
without inquirimy into the. venerable gentlewomen') 
years, they rather hold sueh. curiosities to be insperu 
tinent-— umnvererend.. » They have: their): sod: glebe 
lands'én manu, and:casd not indch to mke iitto dd 
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title-deeds. «I. gather at: deast:so,anagh! from other 
sources, fer, Ds is motia, zear:to-complait, 27 

- De started: :leke ian unbrole detfers when Lanter. 
rupted: bim.:! A: priori! tt'iwas not: very probable 
that!iwe should havei met in Oriel.- But D., would 
have: dotie: the! same, had: I:‘aecdsted.him: on. the 
suddten- iin hisiown «walks: ix! Clifford’s-ian, er in 
they Femple: vIn .additaon..td: e provoking: short- 
sightedness (the: effect of jlate. studies..and watch- 
ingeiat tite mNinight oil), D!,is the most ‘absent of 
men: He made a. call: the other moyning:at our 
freend: Af isin Redford-squard ;, and, finding nobody 
ao homes: was ‘ushered. imnto-the hall,: where; asking 
fae! speni and: dda, with: great exactitude of purpose 
heentetscme his: name nt: the book+-which ordi- 
net‘ily hes:abbut ii sach places, to record the failures 
of thé-uritimely ion: unfortunate visitor—and takes 
his; leave; with: many: eeremonies, ‘and professions of 
regret.) Some, two er three heurs after, his walking 
destmies! retusned. his isto the same neighbourhood 
‘agen; sand again the quiet image 'of the fire-side 
crcle tat J60—---Mis. M. presiding ‘at it like a — 
Queen Lar, with pretty A. S.at her side——--striking 
irresistibly ‘on: his famcy, he niakes another call (for- 
getting. that ‘they -were ‘“éertamly not to return 
from, the tountry before that day week”) and ‘dis- 
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appointed! a! sécdttd tiniel ingitires for pen and-paper 
as béfdre! adiiin’ the’ bodk lis brduphity htid dni the 
livid fast’ above that ini! which ‘he isabobtt ta! print 
Hid sedbnd hiinte (his be seript<Lhis! firbt omlarhe 
(scared Ay looks: 6tit' wpotl hin ‘like: another! Gosia, 
of! as'if''& Snidh’should' snddenly encounter his own 
duplicate !—The dffect:inay be eddceived Domade 
many a good resolution against any such lapses in 
future. I hope he will not keep them too rigorously. 

For with G. D.—to be absent from the body, is 
sometimes (not to speak it profanely) to be present 
with the Lord. At the very time when, personally 
encountering thee, he passes on with no recognition 
——or, being stopped, starts like a thing surprised 
—at that moment, reader, he is on Mount Tabor— 
or Parnassus—or co-sphered with Plato—or, with 
Hatrington, framing “ immortal commonwealths”— 
devising some plan of amelioration to thy country, 
or thy species———peradventure meditating some 
individual kindness or courtesy, to be done to thee 
thyself, the returning consciousness of which made 
him to start so guiltily at thy obtruded personal 
presence. | 

D. is delightful any where, but he is at the best 
in such places as these. He cares not much for 
Bath. He 1s out of his element at Buxton, at Scar- 
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begough, on: Harnowgate, The, Cam and the Isis are 
tel him‘ “{-better than all the, waters .of . Damascus.” 
Qinthe Muses’; bill he,ia happy, and good, as one 
efithe Shepherds on the Delectable Mountains; and 
whe he:fgoes; about, with. you.to show you the halls 
and adlleges,.you think you, have with you-the In- 
‘terprefér at the House Beautiful, 95 2... 
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CHRIST’S HOSPITAL 


FIVE AND THIRTY YEARS AGO. 


In Mr. Lamb’s “ Works,” published a year or two 
since, I find a magnificent eulogy on my old school *, 
such as it was, or now appears to him to have been, 
between the years 1782 and 17789. It happens, very 
oddly, that my own standing at Christ’s was nearly 
corresponding with his; and, with all gratitude to 
him for his enthusiasm for the cloisters, I think he 
has contrived to bring together whatever can be said 
in praise of them, dropping all the other side of the 
argument most ingeniously. 

I remember L. at school; and can well recollect 
that he had some peculiar advantages, which I and 
others of his schoolfellows had not. His friends 
lived in town, and were near at hand; and he had 
the privilege of going to see them, almost as often 


* Recollections of Christ’s Hospital. 
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; Ne -rfh CC ¢ fowl a4 y 
as he wished, through some invidious distinction, 


which:;was denied toius.' ‘The present -wortliy sub- 
treasurer to the Inner ‘Temple can expla how that 
happened: He had his tea'and ‘hot rolls.in a morn 
lng, ! whilecve- were: battening ‘upon our quarter of a 
pennty loafi-our. ctug+-inoisténed iwith' attenuated 
small been, ' 11. wooden (piggins, 'sniacking ofi:che 
pitehed: Jeatherm -jack'.ic! wag poured frome. Our 
Monday’d milk ‘poinitch, blue-and tasteless; and the 
pease soup of Satutday,: coarse; and choking,! were: 
enriched -for..him witha slice-of “ ektraordinaty’ 
bread and butter,” from the hotloaf of {the Temple. 
The Wednesday’s mess of miillety somewhat lesg rex 
pugvant—(we had three‘ banyan tp four meat daye 
ini the week)++was endeared! to: his- palate; wrth ‘w 
lump of. double-vefined,: and a:smtaclo of pimger (to 
make it go down the more glbly}:or the fragrant 
dinnamon.).: In lieu of our alf-pickied Sundays, or 
quite fresh boiked beef: dn Thubsdeys (stronecal 
caro equend), with. detestable marigolds floating iA 
the. pail to -pbison ‘the broth-_oar :dcanty mutton 
crags on: Fridays——and ‘rather-niore davouty; ‘bile 
grudging, portions of the same flesh; rottch-rodsted 
on rare, on the Tuesdays (the ‘only.dishwhicli ext 
cited, our appetites, dnd disdppounted, out stomachs; 
in plwost. equal; propertion)+he tad his hop plave 


w'eitsitt fick Lopeteetecel Pi SCE Ss uM Yon gant tlot 


FIVE AND THIRTY YEARS AGO. 29 


of: roast veal, or the; mote one gikin aiden 
unknown 40 iour :palates),;. cooked: m! the paternal 
kitchen. {a great thing), and brought: tim : daily: pay! 
his. maid.or -aunt.!.. I- remember ‘the: good old. ree 
lative. (in :whom love forbade pride) ‘squatting dows 
upon: some: odd; stone m.a;by-neok of: the cloisters; 
disclosing. the ‘viands (of: higher: regale: than: those 
ented which the ravens aalistored: to the 'Tishbite) ; 
and the cohtdnding passions of Lat the unfolding. 
herd was Jove forthe bringer gc). shame ‘for’: the 
thingy broughit, iand j.the: manner . of! its’ bringing; 
sympathy: fer these who were too’ many’ to’ ‘share 
nv it; end, sabtep of-all,;!hunger eldest, strongest 
of (ther psssions 4)! predboumint, breaking down the 
stony kemock of same: and awkwardness, ' ‘and ar: 
tnoukianib colerecdnsciousness: HY fii 4 28 asa 
“1 Lavaba pack ‘innendless boy. 1 My parents;:.and 
thosenho shold dite forme; were far \away. 
"Thong fexfiactaaiintances of theits, which theyeould 
neshens upon bemg -kibd.to me an: the great icity, 
aftdr a; hittleforoedmotide, which they: had the grace 
to take: of:meon! my first-arrivel in:town soon grew 
‘trediofiiny boliday visits. -They:séemed ‘to ther to 
redurtonoften,|though Ftholght them few errouphy 
‘and, and aftebsanother, ‘they: all failed: me; and 'T 
felt myself alone among six hundred playmates. 


Chew. ume 
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1 1@ the! erueltyo8 separdting-a poor lkd-frony his 
early honiesiead ! “The yearnings which F ised! te 
halve towards it-in:-thode unfledged years | How, iz 
iny dreams, would wy native town (far in the west} 
come’ back, with ‘its ‘church, ‘and’ trees,'-and faces! 
How I-would ‘wake weeping, and if the anguish 
of my’ heart: (exelairtt uport sweet Cilite an’. Wile 
shire ! ‘Seaga 

| Toithis late Hour af my’ lac eect 
left by’ the veddllectiowéf thuse! friendidés hultday®! 
The long warm ‘days of sutimer ‘never’ tetiirt But 
théy bring with thema gldoth “frowi ithe Haaitiiig 
inemory' of ‘those ‘whale-dlay-ldaves, wet, Wy dive 
stringe arrangement, we’ were turned dut} forthe 
live-lotig day, upot our'own hands, whether we had 
friends to go' to; or noite.’ F retiertber'thdsé bathl 
ingvexcurstons’ to ithe' New-River, WAH TY, revatts 
with such relish, better, I think, than he'van--fér 
he.was a home-seeking ‘lad, and-did-not Much: éare 
for such :.water-pastimes + How wertily: we would 
sally forth intothe fields’; : aid! strip whdet the [fist 
warmth of the su; and'wantes like ‘yous dice ithe 
atreams; ‘petting: us. appetites for'riodn, which thede 
‘of us that were pennyless (our seattty nidriifip oftist 
lone since exhausted) Wad not the meats ofalldying 
i_while the cattle, and: the ‘birds,’ and rhe tithed, 
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were. at fead: about us, and.we-had nething to sausfy 
our: cravings, the vary: beauty bf the day,.and the 
exercise) of the. pastme,., and. the, sense of liberty; 
setting, keener edge upon, them !—How faint:and 
languid, ; finally, , we, would xeturn, ' towards mght, 
fall, to, our desired moreel,; half-rejoicing; balt- 
reluctant, that the. hours. of our, oonre aie 
expired ! 

_vb-wras, Worse an; the, days af winter, to go- pears 
ing. BROHt. the, streets.ohjectless+shivering at cold 
wiadaws pf, print-shopm ta,extract, @ little amyse- 
meas 5 sar -baply,,.38 a last xesart,: in the hope of.a 
bitle pevelty,., to.pay..afifty-times. nepeated . visit 
(whera out, individual, faces ;should, be. as . well 
knawe to, the warden: as.those, of his own charges) 
to; the, Lions, in. the, Tower—to., whose. levée,. by 
sourtesyl immemorial, :we had. Ppeoeete title to 
ectmiggign,§jiii..:: ee ay ae & Mei fe a 
‘ithe, BOVerNOS,, (so. we called he patron who. pre- 
renter ys toithe foundation) lived in a manner. under 
hig) paternal, roof, ;,, Any complaint: which he had. to 
anake was, sure of. being attended to. This was un 
slexstood,as Christ's, and:was an: effectual screen to 
diya against the severity of masters,.pr worse tyranwy 
of she monitors. . ‘The oppxessions of these. young 
bsutes aze heart-sickeninpg to, call to recollection,, . I 
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have been called out of my bed, and waked for the 
purpose, in the coldest winter nights—and this not 
ence, but night after night—in my shirt, to receive 
the discipline of a leathern thong, with eleven other 
sufferers, because it pleased my callow overseer, 
when there has been any talking heard ‘after we 
were gone to bed, to make the six last beds in the 
dormitory, where the youngest children of us slept, 
answerable for an offence they neither dared to 
commit, nor had the power to hinder.—The same 
execrable tyranny drove the younger part of us 
from the fires, when our feet were perishing with 
snow; and, under the cruelest penalties, forbad the 
indulgence of a drink of water, when we lay m 
sleepless summer nights, fevered with the season, 
and the day’s sports. — 

.. There was one H » who, I learned, im after 
days, was seen expiating some maturer offence in 
the hulks. (Do I flatter myself in fancying that 
this might be the planter of that name, who suffered 
at Nevis, I think, or St. Kits, some few 
years since? My friend Tobin was the benevolent 
instrument of bringing him to the gallows.) This 
petty Nero actually branded a boy, who had offended 
him, with a red hot iron; and nearly starved forty 
of us, with exacting contributions, to the one half 
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of our bread, to pamper a young ass, which, incre- 
dible as it may seem, with . the connivance of the 
nurse’s daughter (a young flame of his) he had con- 
trived to smuggle in, and keep upon the leads of 
the ward, as they called our dormitories. This 
game went on for better than a week, till the fool- 
ish beast, not able to fare well but he must cry roast 
‘meat—happier than Caligula’s minion, could he 
have kept his own counsel—but, foolisher, alas ! 
than any of his species in the fables—waxing fat, 
-and kicking, in the fulness of bread, one unlucky 
minute would needs proclaim his good fortune to 
the world below ; and, laying out his simple throat, 
blew sucha ram’s horn blast, as (toppling down the 
walls of his own J ericho) set’ concealment any 
longer at defiance. ‘The client was dismissed, with 
certain attentions, to Smithfield; but I never un- 
derstood that the patron underwent any censure on 
the occasion. This was in the sre mear ely of L.’s 
admired Perry. 

"Under the same facile administration, can L. 
_have forgotten the cool impunity with which the 
nurses: used to carry away openly, in open platters, 

“for their own tables, one out of two of every hot 
; joint, which the careful matron had been seeing 
scrupulously weighed out for our dinners ? , _ These 
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things were daily practised in that magnificent 
apartment, which L. (grown connoisseur since, we 
presume) praises so highly for the grand paintings 
“‘ by Verrio, and others,” with which it is “ hung 
round and adorned.” But the sight of sleek well- 
fed blue-coat boys in pictures was, at that time, I 
believe, little consolatory to him, or us, the living 
ones, who saw the better part of our provisions 
earried away before our faces by harpies; and our- 
selves reduced (with the Trojan in the hall of 
Dido) 
To feed our mind with idle portraiture. 


L. has recorded the repugnance of the school to 
gags, or the fat of fresh beef boiled; and sets it 
down to some superstition. But these unctuous 
morsels are never grateful to young palates (chil- 
-dren are universally fat-haters) and in strong, coarse, 
boiled meats, unsalted, are detestable. <A gag- 
eater in our time was equivalent to a goul, and held 
in equal detestation. suffered under the im- 
putation. 


"T'was said, 
He ate strange flesh. 


He was observed, after dinner, carefully to gather 
up the remnants left at his table (not many, nor 
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very choice fragments, you may credit me)—and, 
im an especial manner, these disreputable morsels, 
which he would convey away, and secretly stow in 
the settle that stood at his bed-side. None saw 
when he ate them. It was rumoured that he pri- 
vately devoured them in the night. He was watched, 
but no traces of such midnight practices were dis- 
coverable. Some reported, that, on leave-days, he 
had been seen to carry out of the bounds a large 
blue check handkerchief, full of something. This 
then must be the accursed thing. Conjecture next 
was at work to imagine how he could dispose of it. 
Some said he sold it to the beggars. This belief 
generallyprevailed. He went about moping. None 
spake to him. No one would play with him. He 
was excommunicated; put out of the pale of the 
school. He was too powerful a boy to be beaten, 
but-he underwent every mode of that negative pu- 
nishment, which is more grievous than many stripes. 
Still he persevered. At length he was observed by. 
two of his school-fellows, who were determined to 
get at the secret, and had traced him one leave-day 
for that purpose, to enter a large worn-out building, 
such as there exist specimens of in Chancery-lane, . 
which are let out to various scales of pauperism 
with open door, and a common staircase. After 
D2 
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him they silently slunk in, and followed by stealth- 
up four flights, and saw him tap at a poor wicket, 
which was opened by an aged woman, meanly elad.. 
Suspicion wag now ripened into certainty. The in- 
formers had secured their victim. They had him 
in their toils. Accusation was formally preferred, 
and retribution most signal was looked for. Mr. 
Hathaway, the then steward (for this happened a. 
little after my time), with that patient sagacity 
which tempered all his conduct, determined to in- 
vestigate the matter, before he proceeded to sen- 
tence. The result was, that the supposed mendi- 
cants, the receivers or purchasers of the mysterious 
scraps, turned out to be the parents of > an 
honest couple come to decay,—whom this seasona- 
ble supply had, in all probability, saved from men- 
dicancy; and that this young stork, at the expense 
of his own good name, had all this while been only 
feeding the old birds !—The governors on this oc- 
casion, much to their honour, voted a present re- 
lief to the family of , and presented him with a 
silver medal. The lesson which the steward read 
upon RASH JUDGMENT, on the occasion of publicly 
delivering the medal to » I believe, would not be. 
lost upon his auditory.—I had left school then, but 
He was a tall, shambling- 


I well remember 
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youth, with a cast in his eye, not at all calculated to 
conciliate hostile prejudices. I have since seen hm 
carrying a baker’s basket. I think I heard he did 
not do quite so well by himself, as he had done by 
the old folks. 

I was a hypochondriac lad; and the sight of a 
boy in fetters, upon the day of my first putting on 
the blue clothes, was not exactly fitted to assuage 
the natural terrors of initiation. I was of tender 
years, barely turned of seven ; and had only read of 
such things in books, or seen them but in dreams. 
I was told he had run away. This was the punish- 
ment for the first offence.—As a novice I was soon 
after taken to see the dungeons. These were httle, 
square, Bedlam cells, where a boy could just he at 
his length upon straw and a blanket—a mattress, I 
think, was afterwards substituted—with a peep of 
light, let in askance, from a prison-orifice at top, 
barely enough to read by. Here the poor boy was 
locked in by himself all day, without sight of any 
but the porter who brought him his bread and 
water—who might not speak to him;—or of the 
beadle, who came twice a week to call him out to 
receive his periodical chastisement, which was al- 
most welcome, because it separated him for a brief 
interval from solitude :—and here he was shut up 
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by himself of nights, -out of the reach of any sound, 
to suffer whatever horrors the weak nerves, and su- 
perstition incident to his time of life, might subject 
him to*. This was the penalty for the second of- 
fence.—Wouldst thou like, reader, to see ba be- 
came of him in the next degree ? 

The culprit, who had been a third time an of- 
fender, and whose expulsion was at this time deemed 
irreversible, was brought forth, as at some solemn 
auto da fe, arrayed in uncouth and most appalling 
attire—all trace of his late “‘ watchet weeds” care- 
fully effaced, he was exposed in a jacket, resembling 
those which London lamplighters formerly delighted 
in, with a cap of the same. The effect of this di- 
vestiture was such as the ingenious devisers of it 
could have anticipated. With his pale and frighted 
features, it was as if some of those disfigurements in 
Dante had seized upon him. In this disguisement 
he was brought into the hall (L.’s favourite state- 
room), where awaited him the whole number of his 
school-fellows, whose joint lessons and sports he was 


* One or two instances of lunacy, or attempted suicide, accordingly, 
at length convinced the governors of the impolicy of this part of the 
sentence, and the midnight torture to the spirits was dispensed with. 
— This fancy of dungeons for children was a sprout of Howard’s brain ; 
_ for which (saving the reverence due to Holy Paul) methinks, I could 
willingly spit upon his statue. 
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thenceforth to share no more; the awful presence 
of the steward, to be seen for the last time; of the 
executioner beadle, clad in his state robe for the oc- 
casion; and of two faces more, of direr import, be- 
cause never but in these extremities visible. These 
were governors; two of whom, by choice, or charter, 
were always accustomed to officiate at these Ultima 
Supplicia ; not to mitigate (so at least we under- 
stood it), but to enforce the uttermost stripe. Old 
Bamber Gascoigne, and Peter Aubert, I remember, 
were colleagues on one occasion, when the beadle 
turning rather pale, a glass of brandy was ordered 
to prepare him for the mysteries. The scourging 
was, after the old Roman fashion, long and stately. 
The lictor accompanied the criminal quite round the 
hall. We were generally too faint with attending 
to the previous disgusting circumstances, to make 
accurate report with our eyes of the degree of cor- 
poral suffering inflicted. Report, of course, gave out 
the back knotty and livid. After scourging, he 
was made over, in his San Benito, to his friends, 
if he had any (but commonly such poor runagates 
were friendless), or to his parish officer, who, to 
enhance the effect of the scene, had his station al- 
lotted to him on the outside ‘of the’ hall gate: 
These solemn pageantries were not played off so 
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often as to spoil the general mirth of the commu- 
nity. We had plenty of exercise and recreation 
after school hours ; and, for myself, I must confess, 
that I was never happier, than in them. The Upper 
and the Lower Grammar Schools were held in the 
same room; and an imaginary line only divided 
their bounds. Their character was as different as 
that of the mhabitants on the two sides of the Py- 
rennees. The Rev. James Boyer was the Upper 
Master; but the Rev. Matthew Field presided over 
that portion of the apartment, of which I had the good 
fortune to be a member. We lived a life as careless 
as birds. We talked and did just what we pleased, 
and nobody molested us. We carried an accidence, 
or a grammar, for form; but, for any trouble it 
gave us, we might take two years in getting through 
the verbs deponent, and another two in forgetting 
all that we had learned about them. There was 
now and then the formality of saying a lesson, but 
if you had not learned it, a brush across the shoul- | 
ders (just enough to disturb a fly) was the sole re- 
monstrance. Field never used the rod; and in 
truth he wielded the cane with no great good will 
—holding it “like a dancer.” It looked in his 
hands rather like an emblem than an instrument of 
authority ; and an emblem, too, he was ashamed of. 
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He was a good easy man, that did not care to ruffle 
his own peace, nor perhaps set any great considera- 
~ tion upon the value of juvenile time. He came among 
us, now and then, but often staid away whole days 
from us; and when he came, it made no difference 
to us—he had his private room to retire to, the 
short time he staid, to be out of the sound of our 
noise. Our mirth and uproar went on. We had 
classics of our own, without being beholden to 
“insolent Greece or haughty Rome,” that passed 
current among us—Peter Wilkins—che Adventures 
of the Hon. Capt. Robert Boyle—the Fortunate 
Blue Coat Boy—and the like. Or we cultivated a 
turn for mechanic or scientific operations; making 
little sun-dials of paper ; or weaving those ingenious 
parentheses, called cat-cradles; or making dry peas 
to dance upon the end of a tin pipe; or studying 
the art military over that laudable game “ French 
and English,” and a hundred other such devices to 
pass away the time—mixing the useful with the 
agreeable—as would have made the souls of Rous- 
seau and John Locke chuckle to have seen us. 
Matthew Field belonged to that class of modest 
divines who affect to mix in equal proportion the 
gentleman, the scholar, and the Christian; but, I 
know not how, the first ingredient is generally found 
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to be the predominating dose in the composition. 
-He was engaged in gay parties, or with his courtly 
‘bow at some episcopal levée, when he should have 
been attending upon us. He had for many years 
the classical charge of a hundred children, during 
the four or five first years of their education; and 
his very highest form seldom proceeded further 
than two or three of the introductory fables of Phz- 
drus. How things were suffered to go on thus, I 
cannot guess. Boyer, who was the proper person 
to have remedied these abuses, always affected, per- 
haps felt, a delicacy in interfering in a province not 
strictly his own. I have not been without my sus- 
picions, that he was not altogether displeased at the 
contrast we presented to his end of the school. We 
were a sort of Helots to his young Spartans. He 
would sometimes, with ironic deference, send to 
borrow a rod of the Under Master, and then, with 
Sardonic grin, observe to one of his upper boys, 
‘‘ how neat and fresh the twigs looked.” While his 
pale students were battering their brains over Xeno- 
phon and Plato, with a silence as deep as that en- 
joined by the Samite, we were enjoying ourselves at 
our ease in our little Goshen. We saw a little into 
the secrets of his discipline, and the prospect did 


but the more reconcile us to our lot. His thunders 
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rolled innocuous for us; his storms came near, but 
never touched us; contrary to Gideon’s miracle, 
while all around were drenched, our fleece was dry *. 
His boys turned out the better scholars; we, I sus- 
pect, have the advantage in temper. His pupils 
cannot. speak of him without something of terror 
allaying their gratitude; the remembrance of Field 
comes back with all the soothing images of indo- 
lence, and summer slumbers, and work like play, 
and innocent idleness, and Elysian exemptions, and 
life itself a “ playing holiday.” _ 

Though sufficiently removed from the junelicdon 


of Boyer, we were near enough (as I have said) to 
understand a little of his system. We occasionally 
heard sounds of the Ululantes, and caught glances 
of Tartarus. B. was a rabid pedant. His English 
style was crampt to barbarism. His Easter anthems 
(for his duty obliged him to those periodical flights) 
were grating as scrannel pipes+-.—He would laugh, 

* Cowley. 

+ In this and every thing B. was the antipodes of his co-adjutor. 
While the former was digging his brains for crude anthems, worth a 
pig-nut, F. would be recreating his gentlemanly fancy in the more 
flowery walks of the Muses. A little dramatic effusion of his, under 
the name of Vertumnus and Pomona, is not yet forgotten by the 
chroniclers of that sort of literature. It was accepted by Garrick, but 
the town did not give it their sanction.—B. used to say of it, ina way 


of half-compliment, half-irony, that it was - ‘too classical for repre= 
sentation. 
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ay, and heartily, but then it must be at Flaccus’s 
quibble about Rexr——or at the tristis severitas in 
pultu, or inspicere in patinas, of Terence—thin jests, 
which at their first broaching could hardly have had 
vis enough to move a Roman muscle.—He had two 
wigs, both pedantic, but of differing omen. The 
one serene, smiling, fresh powdered, betokening a 
mild day. The other, an old discoloured, unkempt, 
angry caxon, denoting frequent and bloody execu- 
tion. Woe to the school, when he made his morn- 
ing appearance in his passy, or passionate wig. No 
comet expounded surer.—J. B. had a heavy hand. 
I have known him double his knotty fist at a poor 
trembling child (the maternal milk hardly dry upon 
its lips) with a “ Sirrah, do you presume to set your 
wits at me ?”—Nothing was more common than to 
see him make a head-long entry into the school- 
room, from his inner recess, or library, and, with 
turbulent eye, singling out a lad, roar out, ‘‘ Od’s 
my life, Sirrah,” (his favourite adjuration) “ I have 
a great mind to whip you,”—then, with as sudden a 
retracting impulse, fling back into his lair—and, 
after a cooling lapse of some minutes (during which 
all but the culprit had totally forgotten the context) 
drive headlong out again, piecing out his mmperfect 
_ sense, as if it had been some Devil’s Litany, with 
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the expletory yell— and I witt, too.”—In his 
gentler moods, when the rabidus furor was assuaged, 
he had resort to an ingenious method, peculiar, for 
what I have heard, to himself, of whipping the boy, 
and reading the Debates, at the same time; a para- 
graph, and a lash between; which in those times, 
when parliamentary oratory was most at a height 
and flourishing in these realms, was not calculated 
to impress the patient with a veneration for the dif- 
fuser graces of rhetoric. 

Once, and but once, the uplifted rod was known 
to fall ineffectual from his hand—when droll squint- 
ing W— having been caught putting the inside of 
the master’s desk to a use for which the architect 
had clearly not designed it, to justify himself, with 
great simplicity averred, that he did not know that 
the thing had been forewarned. This exquisite irre- 
cognition of any law antecedent to the oral or 
declaratory, struck so irresistibly upon the fancy of 
all who heard it (the pedagogue himself not ex- 
cepted) that remission was unavoidable. . 

_ L. has given credit to B.’s great merits as an in- 
structor. Coleridge, in his literary life, has pro- 
nounced a more intelligible and ample encomium 
on them. The author of the Country Spectator 
doubts not to compare him with the ablest teachers 
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of antiquity. Perhaps we cannot dismiss him better 
than with the pious ejaculation of C.—when he 
heard that his old master was on his death-bed— 
“< Poor J. B.!—may all his faults be forgiven ; and 
may he be wafted to bliss by little cherub boys, all 
head and wings, with no bottoms to reproach his 
sublunary infirmities.” 

Under him were many good and sound scholars 
bred.—First Grecian of my time was Lancelot 
Pepys Stevens, kindest of boys and men, since Co- 
grammar-master (and inseparable companion) with 
Dr. T——e. What an edifying spectacle did this 
brace of friends present to those who remembered 
the anti-socialities of their predecessors !—You 
never met the one by chance in the street without a 
wonder, which was quickly dissipated by the almost 
immediate sub-appearance of the other. Generally 
arm in arm, these kindly coadjutors lightened for 
each other the toilsome duties of their profession, 
and when, in advanced age, one found it convenient 
to retire, the other was not long in discovering that 
it suited him to lay down the fasces also. Oh, it is 
pleasant, as it is rare, to find the same arm linked 
in yours at forty, which at thirteen helped it to 
turn over the Cicero De Amicitia, or some tale of 
Antique Friendship, which the young heart even 
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then was burning to anticipate !—Co-Grecian with 
S. was Th » who has since executed with ability 
various diplomatic functions at the Northern courts. 
Th was a tall, dark, saturnine youth, sparing 
of speech, with raven locks.—Thomas Fanshaw 
Middleton followed him (now Bishop of Calcutta) 
a scholar and a gentleman in his teens. He has 
the reputation of an excellent critic; and is author 
(besides the Country Spectator) of a Treatise on 
the Greek Article, against Sharpe.—M. is said to 
bear his mitre high in India, where the regni novitas 
(I dare say) sufficiently justifies the bearing. A 
humility quite as primitive as that of Jewel or 
Hooker might not be exactly fitted to impress the 
minds of those Anglo-Asiatic diocesans with a re- 
verence for home institutions, and the church which 
those fathers watered. The manners of M. at school, — 
though firm, were mild, and unassuming.— Next to 
M. (if not senior to him) was Richards, author of 
the Aboriginal Britons, the most spirited of the 
_ Oxford Prize Poems; a pale, studious Grecian.— 
Then followed poor S——, ill-fated M ! of 
these the Muse is silent. 


Finding some of Edward’s race 
Unhappy, pass their annals by. 


Come back into memory, like as thou wert in the 
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day-spring of thy fancies, with hope like a fiery 
column before thee—the dark pillar not yet turned— 
Samuel Taylor Coleridge—Logician, Metaphysi- 
cian, Bard !—How have I seen the casual passer 
through the Cloisters stand still, intranced with 
admiration (while he weighed. the disproportion 
between the speech and the garb of the young 
Mirandula), to hear thee unfold, in thy deep and 
sweet intonations, the mysteries of Jamblichus, or 
Plotinus (for even in those years thou waxedst not 
pale at such philosophic draughts), or reciting 
Homer in his Greek, or Pindar while the 
walls of the old Grey Friars re-echoed to the accents 
of the inspired charity-boy !—Many were the “ wit- 
combats,” (to dally awhile with the words of old 
Fuller,) between him and C. V. Le G > * which 
two I behold like a Spanish great gallion, and an 
English man of war; Master Coleridge, like the 
former, was built far higher in learning, solid, but 
slow in his performances. C. V. L., with the English 
man of war, lesser in bulk, but lighter in sailing, 
could turn with all tides, tack about, and take ad- 
vantage of all winds, by the quickness of his wit 


and invention.” | 
Nor shalt thou, their compeer, be quickly for- 
gotten, Allen, with the cordial smile, and still more 
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cordial laugh, with which thou wert wont to make the 
old Cloisters shake, in thy cognition of some poig- 
nant jest of theirs; or the anticipation of some 
more material, and, peradventure, practical one, of 
thine own. Extinct are those smiles, with that 
beautiful countenance, with which (for thou wert 
the Nireus formosus of the school), in the days of 
thy maturer waggery, thou didst disarm the wrath 
of infuriated town-damsel, who, incensed by pro- 
voking pinch, turning tigress-like round, suddenly 
converted by thy angel-look, exchanged the half- 
formed terrible ‘ b/——,” for a gentler greeting — 

“bless thy handsome face !” 

- Next follow two, who ought to be now alive, and 
the friends of Elia—the junior Le G 
F 
temper, the latter by too quick a sense of neglect— 


and 


; who impelled, the former by a roving 


ill capable of enduring the slights poor Sizars are 
sometimes subject to in our seats of learnmg—ex- 
changed their Alma Mater for the camp; perish- 
ing, one by climate, and one on the plains of 
Salamanca :—Le G——, sanguine, volatile, sweet- 
natured; F dogged, faithful, anticipative of 
insult, warm-hearted, with something of the old 
Roman height about him. 
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Fine, frank-hearted Fr——, the present master 
of Hertford, with Marmaduke T , mildest of 
Missionaries—and both my good friends still—close 
the catalogue of Grecians in my time. 


THE TWO RACES OF MEN. 


ome 


Tue human species, according to the best theory I 
can form of it, is composed of two distinct races, 
the men who borrow, and the men who lend. To 
these two original diversities may be reduced all 
those impertinent classifications of Gothic and Celtic 
tribes, white men, black men, red men. All the 
dwellers upon earth, “ Parthians, and Medes, and 
Elamites,” flock hither, and do naturally fall in 
with one or other of these primary distinctions. 
The infinite superiority of the former, which I 
choose to designate as the great race, is discernible 
in their figure, port, and a certain instinctive 
sovereignty. The latter are born degraded. “ He 
shall serve his brethren.” There is something in 
the air of one of this cast, lean and suspicious ; con- 
trasting with the open, trusting, generous manners 
of the other. 
E2 
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Observe who have been the greatest borrowers of 
all ages—Alcibiades—Falstaff—Sir Richard Steele 
—our late incomparable Brinsley— what a family 
likeness in all four! | 

What a careless, even deportment hath your bor- 
rower! what rosy gills! what a beautiful reliance 
on Providence doth he manifest,—taking no more 
thought than lilies! What contempt for money,— 
accounting it (yours and mine especially) no better 
than dross! What a liberal confounding of those 
pedantic distinctions of meuwm and tuum ! or rather, 
what a noble simplification of language (beyond 
Tooke), resolving these supposed opposites into one 
clear, intelligible pronoun adjective !—What near 
approaches doth he make to the primitive com- 
munity,—to the extent of one half of the principle 
at least !— 

He is the true taxer who “ calleth all the world 
up to be taxed ;” and the distance is as vast between 
him and one of'ws, as subsisted betwixt the Augustan 
Majesty and the poorest obolary Jew that paid it 
tribute-pittance at Jerusalem !—His exactions, too, 
have such a cheerful, voluntary air! So far re- 
moved from your sour parochial or state-gatherers, 
—those ink-horn varlets, who carry their want of 
welcome in their faces! He cometh to you with a 
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smile, and troubleth you with no receipt ; confining 
himself to no set season. Every day is his Candle- 
mas, or his Feast of Holy Michael. He applieth 
the lene tormentum of a pleasant look to your purse, 
—which to that gentle warmth expands her silken 
leaves, as naturally as the cloak of the traveller, for 
which sun and wind contended! He is the true 
Propontic which never ebbeth! The sea which 
taketh handsomely at each man’s hand. In vain 
the victim, whom he delighteth to honour, struggles 
with destiny; he is in the net. Lend therefore 
cheerfully, O man ordained to lend—that thou lose 
not in the end, with thy worldly penny, the rever- 
sion promised. Combine not preposterously in thine 
own person the penalties of Lazarus and of Dives! 
—but, when thou seest the proper authority coming, 
meet it smilingly, as it were half-way. Come, a 
handsome sacrifice! See how light he makes of it! 
Strain not courtesies with a noble enemy. 
Reflections like the foregoing were forced upon 
my mind by the death of my old friend, Ralph 
Bigod, Esq., who departed this life on Wednesday 
evening; dying, as he had lived, without much 
trouble. He boasted himself a descendant from 
mighty ancestors of that name, who heretofore held 
ducal dignities in this realm. In his actions and senti- 
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ments he belied not the stock to which he pretended. 
Early in life he found himself invested with ample 
revenues; which, with that noble disinterestedness 
which I have noticed as inherent in men of the 
great race, he took almost immediate measures en- 
tirely to dissipate and bring to nothing: for there 
is something revolting in the idea of a king holding 
a private purse ; and the thoughts of Bigod were all 
regal. Thus furnished, by the very act of dis- 
furnishment ; getting rid of the cumbersome luggage 
of riches, more apt (as one sings) 


To slacken virtue, and abate her edge, 
Than prompt her to do aught may merit praise, 


he set forth, like some Alexander, upon his great 
enterprise, ‘‘ borrowing and to borrow !” 

In his periegesis, or triumphant progress through- 
out this island, it has been calculated that he laid 
a tythe part of the inhabitants under contribution. 
I reject this estimate as greatly exaggerated :—but 
having had the honour of accompanying my friend, 
divers times, in his perambulations about this vast 
city, I own I was greatly struck at first with the 
prodigious number of faces we met, who claimed a 
sort of respectful acquaintance with us. He was 
one day so obliging as to explain the phenomenon. 
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_ It seems, these were his tributaries; feeders of his 
exchequer; gentlemen, his good friends (as he was 
pleased to express himself), to whom he had occa- 
sionally been beholden for a loan. Their multitudes 
did no way disconcert him. He rather took a pride 
in numbering them; and, ‘with Comus, scemed 
pleased to be ‘* stocked with so fair a herd.” 

With such sources, it was a wonder how he con- 
trived to keep his treasury always empty. He did 
it by force of an aphorism, which he had often in 
his mouth, that “money kept longer than three 
days stinks.” So he made use of it while it was 
fresh. A good part he drank away (for he was an 
excellent toss-pot), some he gave away, the rest he 
threw away, literally tossing and hurling it violently 
from him—as boys do burrs, or as if it had been 
infectious,—into ponds, or ditches, or deep holes,— 
inscrutable cavities of the earth ;— or he would bury 
it (where he would never seek it again) by a river’s 
side under some bank, which (he would facetiously 
observe) paid no interest—but out away from him 
it must go peremptorily, as Hagar’s offspring into 
the wilderness, while it was sweet. He never missed 
it. The streams were perennial which fed his fisc. 
When new supplies became necessary, the first per- 
son that had the felicity to fall in with him, friend 


56 THE TWO RACES OF MEN. 


or stranger, was sure to contribute to the deficiency. 
For Bigod had an wndeniable way with him. He 
had a cheerful, open exterior, a quick jovial eye, a 
bald forehead, just touched with grey (cana fides ). 
He anticipated no excuse, and found none. And, 
waiving for a while my theory as to the great race, 
I would put it to the most untheorising reader, who 
may at times have disposable coin in his pocket, 
whether it is not more repugnant to the kindliness of 
his nature to refuse such a one as I am describing, 
than to say no to a poor petitionary rogue (your 
bastard borrower), who, by his mumping visnomy, 
tells you, that he expects nothing better; and, 
therefore, whose preconceived notions and expecta- 
tions you do in reality so much less shock in the 
refusal. 

When I think of this man; his fiery glow of 
heart; his swell of feeling; how magnificent, how 
ideal he was; how great at the midnight hour; and 
when I compare with him the companions. with 
whom I have associated since, I grudge the saving 
of a few idle ducats, and think that I am fallen into 
the society of lenders, and little men. 

To one like Elia, whose treasures are rather cased 
in leather covers than closed in iron coffers, there 
is a class of alienators more formidable than that 
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which I have touched upon; I mean your borrowers 
of books—those mutilators of collections, spoilers 
of the symmetry of shelves, and creators of odd 
volumes. There is Comberbatch, matchless in his 
depredations ! 

That foul gap in the bottom shelf facing you, 
like a great eye-tooth knocked out—(you are now 
with me ‘in my little back study in Bloomsbury, 
reader !) with the huge Switzer-like tomes on 
each side (like the Guildhall giants, in their reformed 
posture, guardant of nothing) once held the tallest 
of my folios, Opera Bonaventure, choice and massy 
divinity, to which its two supporters (school divinity 
also, but of a lesser calibre,—Bellarmine, and Holy 
Thomas), showed but as dwarfs,—itself an Asca- 
part !—zhat Comberbatch abstracted upon the faith 
of a theory he holds, which is more easy, I confess, 
for me to suffer by than to refute, namely, that 
“‘ the title to property in a book (my Bonaventure, 
for instance), is in exact ratio to the claimant’s 
powers of understanding and appreciating the same.” 
Should he go on acting upon this theory, which of 


our shelves is safe ? 


The shght vacuum in the left-hand case—two 
shelves from the ceiling—scarcely distinguishable 
but by the quick eye of a loser-—— was whilom the 
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commodious resting-place of Brown on Urn Bumial. 
C. will hardly allege that he knows more about that 
treatise than I do, who introduced it to him, and 
was indeed the first (of the moderns) to discover its 
beauties—but so have I known a foolish lover to 
praise his mistress in the presence of a rival more 
qualified to carry her off than himself.—Just below, 
Dodsley’s dramas want their fourth volume, where 
Vittoria Corombona is! The remainder nine are as 
distasteful as Priam’s refuse sons, when the Fates 
borrowed Hector. Here stood the Anatomy of 
Melancholy, in sober state-—There loitered the 
Complete Angler; quiet as in life, by some stream 
side.—In yonder nook, John Buncle, a widower- 
volume, with “eyes closed,” mourns his ravished 
mate. 

One justice I must do my friend, that if he some- 
times, like the sea, sweeps away a treasure, at 
another time, sea-like, he throws up as rich an equi- 
valent to match it. I have a small under-collection 
of this nature (my friend’s gatherings in his various 
calls), picked up, he has forgotten at what odd 
places, and deposited with as little memory as mine. 
I take in these orphans, the twice-deserted. These 
proselytes of the gate are welcome as the true He- 
brews. There they stand in conjunction; natives, 
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and naturalised. The latter seem as little disposed 
to inquire out their true lineage as I am.—I charge 
no warehouse-room for these deodands, nor shall ever 
put myself to the ungentlemanly trouble of adver- 
tising a sale of them to pay expenses. 

To lose a volume to C. carries some sense and 
meaning in it. You are sure that he will make one 
hearty meal on your viands, if he can give no 
account of the platter after it. But what moved 
thee, wayward, spiteful K., to be so importunate to 
carry off with thee, in spite of tears and adjurations 
to thee to forbear, the Letters of that princely woman, 
the thrice noble Margaret Newcastle ?—knowing at 
the time, and knowing that I knew also, thou most 
assuredly wouldst never turn over one leaf of the 
illustrious folio :—what but the mere spirit of con- 
tradiction, and childish love of getting the better of 
thy friend >—Then, worst cut of all ! to transport it 
with thee to the Gallican land— 


Unworthy land to harbour such a sweetness, 
A virtue in which all ennobling thoughts dwelt, 
Pure thoughts, kind thoughts, high thoughts, her sex’s wonder ! 


hadst thou not thy play-books, and books of 
jests and fancies, about thee, to keep thee merry, 
even as thou keepest all companies with thy quips 
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and muirthful tales?—Child of the Green-room, it 
was unkindly done of thee. Thy wife, too, that 
part-French, better-part Englishwoman '_that she 
could fix upon no other treatise to bear away, in 
kindly token of remembering us, than the works of 
Fulke Greville, Lord Brook—of which no French- 
man, nor woman of France, Italy, or England, was 
ever by nature constituted to comprehend a tittle! 
Was there not Zimmerman on Solitude ? 

Reader, if haply thou art blessed with a moderate 
collection, be shy of showing it; or if thy heart 
overfloweth to lend them, lend thy books; but let 
it be to such a one as S. T. C.—he will return them 
(generally anticipating the time appointed) with 
usury; enriched with annotations, tripling their 
value. I have had experience. Many are these 
precious MSS. of his—(in matter oftentimes, and 
almost in quantity not unfrequently, vying with the 
originals)—in no very clerkly hand—legible in my 
Daniel; in old Burton; in Sir Thomas Browne; 
and those abstruser cogitations of the Greville, now, 


alas! wandering in Pagan lands. I counsel thee, 


shut not thy heart, nor thy library, against S. T. C. 


NEW YEAR'S EVE. 


Every man hath two birth-days: two days, at 
least, in every year, which set him upon revolving 
the lapse of time, as it affects his mortal duration. 
The one is that which in an especial manner he 
termeth Ais. In the gradual desuetude of old ob- 
servances, this custom of solemnizing our proper 
birth-day hath nearly passed away, or is left to 
children, who reflect nothing at all about the matter, 
nor understand any thing in it beyond cake and 
orange. But the birth of a New Year is of an in- 
terest too wide to be pretermitted by king or cobbler. 
No one ever regarded the First of January with in- 
difference. It is that from which all date their 
time, and count upon what is left. It is the nativity 
of our common Adam. 

Of all sound of all bells—(bells, the music nighest 
bordering upon heaven)—most solemn and touch- 
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ing is the peal which rings out the Old Year. [I 
never hear it without a gathering-up of my mind to 
a concentration of all the images that have been 
diffused over the past twelvemonth ; all I have done 
or suffered, performed or neglected—in that re- 
gretted time. I begin to know its worth, as when 
a person dies. It takes a personal colour; nor was 
it a poetical flight in a contemporary, when he ex- 
claimed 


I saw the skirts of the departing Year. 


It is no more than what in sober sadness every 
one of us seems to be conscious of, in that awful 
leave-taking. I am sure I felt it, and all felt it with 
me, last night; though some of my companions 
affected rather to manifest an exhilaration at the 
birth of the coming year, than any very tender re- 
grets for the decease of its predecessor. But I am 
none of those who— 


Welcome the coming, speed the parting guest. 


I am naturally, beforehand, shy of novelties ; new 
books, new faces, new years,—from some mental 
twist which makes it difficult in me to face the pro- 
spective. I have almost ceased to hope; and am 
sanguine only in the prospects of other (former) years. 
I plunge into foregone visions and conclusions. I 
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encounter pell-mell with past disappointments. I am 
armour-proof against old discouragements. I for- 
give, or overcome in fancy, old adversaries. I play 
over again for love, as the gamesters phrase it, 
games, for which I once paid so dear. I would 
scarce now have any of those untoward accidents 
and events of my life reversed. I would no more 
alter them than the incidents of some well-contrived 
novel. Methinks, it 1s better that I should have 
pined away seven of my goldenest years, when I was 
thrall to the fair hair, and fairer eyes, of Alice 
W n, than that so passionate a love-adventure 
should be lost. It was better that our family should 
have missed that legacy, which old Dorrell cheated 
us of, than that I should have at this moment two 
thousand pounds in banco, and be without the idea 
of that specious old rogue. 

In a degree beneath manhood, it is my infirmity 
to look back upon those early days. Do I advance 
a paradox, when I say, that, skipping over the in- 
tervention of forty years, a man may have leave to 
love himself, without the imputation of self-love ? 

If I know aught of myself, no one whose mind is 
introspective—and mine is painfully so—can have a 
less respect for his present identity, than I have for 
the man Elia. I know him to be light, and vain, 
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and humorsome ; a notorious * * *; addicted to 
* * * *: averse from counsel, neither taking it, 
nor offering it;—* * * besides; a stammering 
buffoon; what you will; lay it on, and spare not ; 
I subscribe to it all, and much more, than thou 
canst be willing to lay at his door — — — but 
for the child Ela—that “other me,” there, in the 
back-ground—I must take leave to cherish the re- 
membrance of that young master—with as little 
reference, I protest, to this stupid changeling of 
five-and-forty, asif it had been a child of some other 
house, and not of my parents. I can cry over its 
patient small-pox at five, and rougher medicaments. 
I can lay its poor fevered head upon the sick pillow 
at Christ’s, and wake with it in surprise at the gentle 
posture of maternal tenderness hanging over it, that 
unknown had watched its sleep. I know how it 
shrank from any the least colour of falschood.— 
God help thee, Elia, how art thou changed ! Thou 
art sophisticated.—I know how honest, how cou- 
rageous (for a weakling) it was—how religious, 
how imaginative, how hopeful! From what have 
I not fallen, if the chuid I remember was indeed my- 
self,—and not some dissembling guardian, presenting 
a false identity, to give the rule to my unpractised 
steps, and regulate the tone of my moral being ! 
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That I am fond of indulging, beyond a hope of 
sympathy, in such retrospection, may be the sym- 
ptom of some sickly idiosyncrasy. Or is it owing 
to another cause; simply, that being without wife 
or family, I have not learned to project myself 
enough out of myself; and having no offspring of 
my own to dally with, I turn back upon memory, 
and adopt my own early idea, as my heir and fa- 
vorite? If these speculations seem fantastical to thee, 
reader—(a busy man, perchance), if I tread out of 
the way of thy sympathy, and am singularly-con- 
ceited only, I retire, impenetrable to ridicule, under 
the phantom cloud of Elia. 

The elders, with whom I was brought up, were 
of a character not likely to let slp the sacred ob- 
servance of any old institution ; and the ringing out 
of the Old Year was kept by them with circum- 
stances of peculiar ceremony.—In those days the 
sound of those midnight chimes, though it seemed 
to raise hilarity in all around me, never failed to 
bring a train of pensive imagery into my fancy. 
Yet I then scarce conceived what it meant, or 
thought of it as a reckoning that concerned me. 
Not childhood alone, but the young man till 
thirty, never feels practically that he is mortal. 
He knows it indeed, and, if need were, he could 
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preach a homily on the fragility of life; but he 
brings it not home to himself, any more than ina 
hot.June we can appropriate to our imagination the 
freezing days of December. But now, shall I con- 
fess a truth?—lI feel these audits but too power- 
fully. I begin to count the probabilities of my 
duration, and to grudge at the expenditure of mo- 
ments and shortest periods, like miser’s farthings. 
In proportion as the years both lessen and shorten, 
I set more.count upon their periods, and would fain 
lay my ineffectual finger upon the spoke of the 
great wheel. I am not content to pass away “ like 
a weaver’s shuttle.” Those metaphors solace me 
not, nor sweeten the unpalatable draught of mor- 
tality. I care not to be carried with the tide, that 
smoothly bear's human life to eternity; and reluct at 
the inevitable course of destiny. I am in love with 
this green earth ; the face of town and country ; the 
unspeakable rural solitudes, and the sweet security 
of streets. I would set up my tabernacle here. I 
am content to stand still at the age to which I am 
arrived; I, and my fmends: to be no younger, 
no richer, no handsomer. I do -not want to be. 
weaned by age; or drop, like mellow fruit, as they 
say, into the grave.—Any alteration, on this earth 


of mine, in diet or in lodging, puzzles and discom-, 
: " . ; : . y= oe Tyo, sy ap ttre 
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poses me. “My household-gods plant a terrible fixed 
foot, and are not rooted up without blood. They 
do not willingly seek Lavinian shores, A new state, 
of being staggers me. - 

Sun, and sky, and breeze, aid solitary walks, 
and summer holidays, and the greenness of fields, 
and the delicious juices of meats and fishes, and 
society, and the cheerful glass, and candle-light, 
and fire-side conversations, and innocent vanities, 
and jests, and i irony itself—do these things go out 
with life? 

Can a ghost laugh, or shake his gaunt sides, when 
you are pleasant with him ? 

And you, my midnight darlings, my Folios ! ! must 
IT part with the intense delight of having you (huge 
armfuls) in my embraces? Must knowledge come. 
to me, if it come at all, by some awkward experi- 
ment of intuition, and no longer by this familiar 
process of reading ?- 

Shall I enjoy friendships there, wanting the 
siniling indications which point me to them here,— 
the nae face—the “ sweet assurance of a 
look?” ~ . 

‘in winter ae intolerable disinclination to dying 
haunt and beset me. Ina genial August noon, be- 

FR 
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neath a sweltering sky, death is almost problematic. 
At those times do such, poor snakes as myself enjoy 
an immortality. Then we expand and burgeon. 
Then are we as strong again, as valiant again, as 
wise again, and a grcat deal taller. The blast that 
nips and shrinks me, puts me in thoughts of death. 
All things allied, to the insubstantial, wait upon that 
master feeling ; cold, numbness, dreams, perplexity ; 
moonlight itself, with its shadowy and spectral ap- 
pearances,—that cold ghost of the sun, or Phoebus’ 
sickly sister, like that innutritious one denounced in 
the Canticles :—I am none of her minions—I hold 
with the Persian. , bt Seal 

-Whatsoever thwarts, or tne me out of my ways 
brings death into my mind. All partial evils, like 
humours, run into that capital plague-sore—I have 
heard some profess an indifference to life. | Such 
hail the end of their existence as a port, of refuge ; 
and speak of the grave as of some soft arms, jn 
which they may slumber as on a pillow. Some have 
wooed death — — — but out upon thee, I say, 
thou foul, ugly phantom! I detest, abhor, ¢ exe- 
crate, and (with Friar John) give thee to six-score 
thousand devils, as in no instance to be exon or 
tolerated, but shunned as a universal viper ;, to be 
branded, proscribed, and spoken evil of i Jn no 
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way can I be brought ‘to digest thee, thou thin, 
melancholy Privation, or more fog: ‘and’ con- 
founding Positive! =" * xe 
Those antidotes, prescribed against the ‘fear of 
thee, are altogether frigid and insulting, like thy- 
self. For what satisfaction hath a man, that he 
shall “ lie down with kings and emperors in death,” 
who in his life-time never greatly coveted the society 
of such béd-fellows ?—or, forsooth, that ‘so shall 
the fairest face appear ?” why, to comfort me, must 
Alice W—n be a goblin? More than all, I con- 
ceive disgust at those impertinent and misbecoming 
familiarities, inscribed upon your ordinary tomb- 
stones. Every dead man must take upon himself 
to ‘be lecturing me with his odious truism, that 
“such as’ he now is, I tiust shortly be.” Not so 
shortly, friend, perhaps, as thou imaginest.: In the 
meantime J ami alive. ‘I move about: I am worth 
twenty’ of thee. * Know thy ‘betters! t Thy New 
‘Years’ Days ¢ are past. I survive, a jolly candidate 
for 1821: | Another cup of wine—and while that 
turn-coat bell, that just now mournfully chanted the 
‘obsequies of 1820 departed, with changed notes 
lustily rings in a successor, let us attune to its peal 
‘the’s song made on a like occasion, by hearty, cheerful 
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THE NEW YEAR. 


Hark, the cock crows, and yon bright star 
Tells us, the day himself ’s not far ; 
And see where, breaking from the night, 
He gilds the western hills with light. 
With him old Janus doth appear, — 
Peeping into the future yeat, = 
With such a look as seems to say, 
The prospect is not good that way- 
Thus do we rise ill sights to see, 
And ’gainst ourselves to prophesy ; 
‘When the prophetic fear of things 
A more tormenting mischief brings, 
More full of soul tormenting gall, 
Than direst mischiefs can befall. 
But stay! but stay! methinks my sight, 
Better inform’d by clearer light, 
Discerns sereneness in that brow, 
That all contracted seem’d but now. 
His revers’d face may show distaste, 
And frown upon the ills are past ; 
But that which this way looks is clear, 
And smiles upon the New-born Year.’ “ my 
~-s) + | He looks too from a place sohighy 6 6 ry yf tay 
The Year lies open to his eye; ete 
And all the moments open are eg. Nye 


-i++: ¢ Dg the exact discoverer. Be tes tito 


Yet more and more he smiles upon 
The happy revolution. 
‘> .' ‘Why should we then saspect or fear) iG att 
thd ck Suh eu acieamlrnares é a ae ‘gytil buen 
So smiles upon us the first morn, , 
sie ear ee Tali isda Uk Good uy bonet ax OS rats ‘te tdarf 
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Plague on’t! the last was ill enough, 
This cannot but make better proof ; 

Or, at the worst, as we brush’d through 
The last, why so we may this too; 

And then the next in reason shou’d 

Be superexcellently good : 

For the worst ills (we daily see) 

Have no more perpetuity, 

Than the best fortunes that do fall ; 
Which also bring us wherewithal 
Longer their being to support, 

Than those do of the other sort : 

And who has one good year in three, 
And yet repines at destiny, 

Appears ungrateful in the case, 

And merits not the good he has. 

Then let us welcome the New Guest 
With lusty brimmers of the best ; 
Mirth always should Good Fortune meet, 
And renders e’en Disaster sweet : 

And though the Princess turn her back, 
Let us but line ourselves with sack, 

We better shall by far hold out, 

Till the next Year she face about. 


How say you, reader—do not these verses smack 
of the rough magnanimity of the old English vein? 
Do they not fortify like a cordial; enlarging the 
heart, and productive of sweet blood, and generous 
spirits, in the concoction? Where be those puling 
fears of death, just now expressed or affected ?— 
Passed like a cloud—absorbed in the purging sun- 
light of clear poetry-—-clean washed away by a wave 
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of genuine Helicon, your only Spa for these hypo- 
. chondries—And now another cup of the generous ! 
and a merry New Year, and many of them, to you 
all, my masters ! 
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MRS. BATTLE’S OPINIONS 
ON 


WHIST. 


«© A crear fire, a clean hearth, and the ngour 
of the game.” This was the celebrated wish of old 
Sarah Battle (now with God) who, next to her de- 
votions, loved a good game at whist. She was none 
of your lukewarm gamesters, your half and half 
players, who have no objection to take a hand, if 
you want one to make up a rubber; who affirm 
that they have no pleasure in winning ; that they 
like to win one game, and lose another ; that they 
can while away an hour very agreeably at a card- 
table, but are indifferent whether they play or no ; 
and will desire an adversary, who has slipt a wrong 
card, to take it up and play another. These insuf- 
ferable triflers are the curse of a table. One of these 
flies will spoil a whole pot. Of such it may be said, 
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that they do not play at cards, but only play at 
playing at them. 

Sarah Battle was none of that breed. She de- 
tested them, as I do, from her heart and soul; and 
would not, save upon a striking emergency, will- 
ingly seat herself at the same table with them. She 
loved a thorough-paced partner, a determined enemy. 
She took, and gave, no concessions. She hated fa- 
vours. She never made a revoke, nor ever passed it 
over in her adversary without exacting the utmost 
forfeiture. She fought a good fight: cut and thrust. 
She held not her good sword (her cards) * hikea 
dancer.” . She sate bolt upright ; and neither showed 
you her cards, nor desired to see yours. , All people 
have their blind ssde—their superstitions; and I have 
heard her declare, under the rose, that Hearts was 
her favourite suit. 

I never in my life—and I knew Sarah Battle many 
of the best years of it—saw her take out her. snuff- 
box when it was her turn to play; or snuff a candlé 
in the middle of a game; or ring for.a servant, till 
it was fairly over. She never mtroduced, .or con+ 
nived at, miscellaneous conversation during its pro- 
cess.. As. she enrphatically observed, cards were 
dards: and if I ever-saw unmiagled distaste mn her 
fme last-century countenance, it-was at the airs of-2 
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young gentleman’ of ‘a literary: turn, who had: been 
with difficulty persuaded to take a hand ; and who, 
in his excess of candour, declared, that he thought 
there was no harm in unbending the mind now and 
then, after serious studies, m recreations of that 
kind! She could not bear to: have her noble occu- 
pation, to which she wound up: her' faculties, con- 
sidered in that light. «It was her business, her 
duty, the thing she ‘came: nito: the world: to do,— 
and she did a ‘She unbent her mind afterwards— 
over' a book. ce ae ee 

: Pope was‘her favourite author > his Rape of the 
Lock her favourite work. She once did me the 
fuvour td play over with me (with the cards) his 
celebrated game of Ombre in that poem; and to 
éexplain'to me how far it agreed with, and m what 
points it would be found to differ from, tradrille. Her 
itlustrations'were apposite and poignant ;.and I had 
the: pleasure: of sending the substance of them to 
Mr. Bowles: but I suppose they came too late to 
be: inserted among -his ingenious notes upon that 
author, 6 se gp 
Quadnile, she bas often told me, was her first 
love; but whist had engaged her maturer/esteem. 
Dhte former, she said, was showy and speciaus, and 
laktely: :to ‘allure -yeung: persons.::.;'The: uncertainty 
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_ and quick shifting of partners—a thing which the 
constancy of whist abhors ;—the dazzling supre- 
macy and regal investiture of Spadille—absurd, as 
she justly observed, in the pure aristocrasy of whist, 
where his crown and garter give him no proper 
power above his brother-nobility of the Aces ;— 


the giddy vanity, so taking to the imexperienced, 


of playing alone;—above all, the overpowering 
attractions of a Sans Prendre Vole,—to the triumph 
of which there jis ‘certainly nothing parallel or 
approaching, in the contingencies of whist ; —all 
these, she would say, make quadrille a game. of 
captivation to the young and enthusiastic. | ‘But 
whist was the solider game: that was her word. 
It was a long meal; not, like quadrille, a feast of 
snatches. One or two rubbers might co-extend i in 
duration with an evening. They gave time to form 
rooted friendships, to cultivate steady enmities. “She 
despised the chance-started, capricious, ‘and. ever 
fluctuating alliances of the other. The skirmishes 
of quadrille, she would say, reminded her of ‘the 
petty ephemeral embroilments of the little Tealian 
states, depicted by Machiavel ; perpetually changing 
postures and connexions; bitter foes to-day, sugared 
darlings to-morrow ; kissing and scratching in a 


Hs 


breath ; ;—but. the wars of whist were comparable to 
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the long, steady, deep-rooted, rational, antipathies 
of the great French and English nations, 

_A grave simplicity was what she chicfly admired 
in her favourite game. There was nothing silly in 
it, like the nob in cribbage—nothing superfluous. 
No flushes—that most irrational of all pleas that a 
reasonable being can set up :—that any one should 
claim four by virtue of holding cards of the same 
mark and colour, without reference to the plaving 
of the game, or the individual worth or pretensions 
of the cards themselves ! She held this to be a sole- 
cism ; as pitiful an ambition at cards as alliteration 
is ip authorship. She despised superficiality, and 
looked deeper than the colours of things.—Suits 
were soldiers, she would say, and must have a uni- 
formity of array to distinguish them: but what 
should we say to a foolish squire, who should claim 
a merit from dressing up his tenantry in red jackets, 
that never were to be marshalled—never to take 
the field : ?— She even wished that whist were more 
simple than it is; and, m my mind, would have 
stript 1t of some appendages, which, in the state of 
human frailty, may be venially, and even commend- 
ably al allowed of. She saw no reason for the deciding 
of the trump by the turn of the card. Why not one 
suit always trumps ?—-Why two colours, when the 


pley. 
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mark of the'suits would lave apeians distin: 
guished them without it °— a oa 

But the eye, my dear Madam, is agreeably re- 
freshed with the variety. Man is not a creature of 
pure reason—he must have his senses delightfully 
appealed to. We see it in Roman Catholic coun-’ 
tries, where the music: and the paintings ‘draw in: 
many to worship, whom your quaker spirit’of un- 
sensualizing would have kept out.—You, yourself,’ 
have a pretty collection of paintings—but confess to’ 
me, whether, walking in your gallery at’ Sandham, 
among those clear Vandykes, or among the Paul 
Potters in the ante-room, you ever felt your Bosott' 
glow with an. elegant delight, at all comparable to: 
that you have it in your power to experience most’ 
evenings over a well-arranged assortment of the’ 
court cards ?—the pretty antic habits; like heralds’ 
in a procession—the gay triumph‘assuring statlets! 
—the contrasting deadly-killing sables—the ‘ hoilty 
majesty of spades’—Pam in all: his glory!" vu 

“‘ All these might be dispensed’ with’ and,’ with 
their naked names upon the drab pasteboard; ‘the! 
game might go on very well, picture-less. “But the’ 
beauty of cards would be extinguished for évex’ 
Stripped: of all that is imaginative in ther; they’ 
must degenerate into mere gainbling—Tmagine'& 
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dull deal-board, or drum head, to spread them on, 
Instead of that nice verdant carpet (next to.nature’s), 
fittest arena for those courtly combatants to play 
their gallant jousts and turneys in !—Exchange 
those delicately-turned ivory markers—(work of 
Chinese artist, unconscious of their symbol,—or as 
profanely slighting their true application as the 
arrantest Ephesian journeyman that turned out 
those little shrines for. the goddess)—exchange them 
for little bits of leather (our ancestors’ money) or 
chalk anda slate !"— 

. Lhe ald lady, with a smile, confessed, the sound- 
negs of: my, logic; and to her approbation of my ar- 
guments on her favorite topic that evening, I have 
always fancied myself indebted for the legacy of a 
curioys sribbage board, made of the finest Sienna 
marble, which ,her maternal uncle (old Walter ° 
Plymer, whom.I have elsewhere celebrated) brought 
with him from Florence :—this, and a trifle of five 
hundred pounds, came to me at her death. 

, Lhe former bequest.(which I do not least value) 
I have kept with religious care ; though she herself, 
to confess a truth, was never greatly taken with 
cnbbage.. [t was an essentially vulgar game, I have 
heard her, gay,—disputing with her uncle, who. was 
very, partial to it... She could never heartily: bring 
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her mouth to pronounce “ go”—or “ that’s a 
go.” She called it an ungrammatical game. The 
pegging teased her. I once knew her to forfeit a 
rubber (a five dollar stake), because she would not 
take advantage of the turn-up knave, which would 
have given it her, but which she must have claimed 
by the disgraceful tenure of declaring “two for his 
heels.” There is something extremely genteel in 
this sort of self-denial. Sarah Battle was a gentle- 
woman born. 

Piquet she held the best game at the cards for 
two persons, though she would ridicule the pedantry 
of the terms—such as pique—repique—the capot— 
they savoured (she thought) of affectation. But 
games for two, or even three, she never greatly 
cared for. She loved the quadrate, or square. She 
would argue thus:—Cards are warfare: the ends 
are gain, with glory. But cards are war, in dis- 
guise of a sport: when single adversaries encounter, 
the ends proposed are too palpable. By themselves, 
it is too close a fight; with spectators, it is not 
much bettered. No looker on can be interested, 
except for a bet, and then it is a mere affair of 
money; he cares not for your luck sympathetically, 
or for your play.—Three are still worse; a mere 


naked war of every man against every man, as in 
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cribbage, without league or alliance; or a rotation 
of petty and contradictory interests, a succession of 
heartless leagues, and not much more hearty infrac- 
tions of them, as in tradrille—But in square games 
(she meant whist) all that is possible to be attained 
in card-playing is accomplished. There are the in- 
centives of profit with honour, common to every 
species—though the latter can be but very imper- 
fectly' enjoyed in those other games, where the 
spectator is only feebly a participator. But the par- 
ties in whist are spectators and principals too. They 
"are a theatre to themselves, and a looker-on is not 
‘wanted.’ He is rather worse than nothing, and an 
impertinence. Whist abhors neutrality, or interests 
beyond its sphere. You glory in some surprising 
stroke of skill or fortune, not because a cold—or 
even’ an interested—by-stander witnesses it, but 
because your purtner sympathises in the contin- 
gency. You win for two. You triumph for two. 
Two are exalted. Two again are mortified ; which 
divides their disgrace, as the conjunction doubles 
(by taking off the invidiousness) your glories. ‘Two 
losing to two are better reconciled, than one to one 
in that close butchery. The hostile feeling is weak- 
ened by multiplying the channels. War becomes a 
civil game.—By such reasonings as these the old 
G 
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lady was accustomed to defend her favourite pas- 
time. 

No inducement could ever prevail upon her ta 
play at any game, where chance entered into the 
composition, for nothing. Chance, she would 
argue—and here again, admire the subtlety of her 
conclusion !—chance is nothing, but where some- 
thing.else depends upon it. It is obvious, that can- 
not be glory. What rational cause of exultation 
could it give toa man to turn up size ace a hundred 
times together by himself? or before spectators, 
where no stake was depending ?>—Make a lottery of 
a hundred thousand tickets with but one fortunate 
number—and what possible principle of our nature, 
except stupid wonderment, could it gratify to gain 
that number as many times successively, without a 


prize ?—Therefore she disliked the mixture of chance 


in backgammon, where it was not played for money. 
She called it foolish, and those people idiots, who 


were taken with a lucky hit under such circum. - 


stances. Games of pure skill were as little to her 
fancy. Played for a stake, they were a mere system 
of over-reaching. Played for glory, they were a 
mere setting of one man’s wit,—his memory, or 
combination-faculty rather—against another's; like 


a mock-engagement at a review, bloodless and pro- 
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fitless.—She could not conceive a game wanting the 
spritely infusion of chance,—the handsome excuses 
of good fortune. Two people playing at chess in a 
corner of a room, whilst whist was stirring in the 
centre, would imspire her with insufferable horror 
and ennui. ‘Those well-cut similitudes of Castles, 
and Knights, the imagery of the board, she would 
argue, (and I think in this case justly) were en- 
tirely misplaced and senseless. ‘Those hard head- 
contests can in no instance ally with the fancy. 
They reject form and colour. <A pencil and dry 
slate (she used to say) were the proper arena for such 
combatants. _ 

To those puny objectors against cards, as nurtur- 
ing the bad passions, she would retort, that man is 
a gaming animal. He must be always trying to get 
the better in something or other :—that this passion 
can scarcely be more safely expended than upon 
a game at cards: that cards are a temporary illu- 
sion; in truth, a mere drama; for we do but play 
at being mightily concerned, where a few idle shil- 
lings are at stake, yet, during the illusion, we are as 
mightily concerned as those whose stake is crowns 
and kingdoms. They are a sort of dream-fighting ; 
much ado; great battling, and little bloodshed ; 
mighty means for disproportioned’ ends; quite as 

G2 
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diverting, and a great deal more innoxious, than 
many of those more serious games of life, which 
men play, without esteeming them to be such. 

With great deference to the old lady’s judgment 
on these matters, I think I have experienced some 
moments in my life, when playing at cards for nothing 
has even been agreeable. When I am in sickness, 
or not in the best spirits, I sometimes call for the 
cards, and play a game at piquet for love with my 
cousin Bridget-—Bridget Elia. | 

I grant there is something sneaking in it: but 
with a tooth-ache, or a sprained ancle,—when you 
are subdued and humble,—you are glad to put up 
with an inferior spring of action. 

There is such a thing in nature, I am convinced, 
as sick whist.— 

I grant it is not the highest style of man—I de- 
precate the manes of Sarah Battle—she lives not, 
alas! to whom I should apologise.— 

At such times, those ¢erms which my old friend 
objected to, come in as something admissible—I 
love to get a tierce or a quatorze, though they mean 
nothing. I am subdued to an inferior interest, 
Those shadows of winning amuse me. 

That last game I had with my sweet cousin (I 
capotted her)—(dare I tell thee, how foolish I am?) 
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—I wished it might have lasted for ever, though 
we gained nothing, and lost nothing, though it was 
a mere shade of play: I would be content to go on 
in that idle folly for ever. The pipkin should be 
ever boiling, that was to prepare the gentle henitive 
to my foot, which Bridget was doomed ‘to apply 
after the game was over: and, as I do not much 
relish appliances, there it should ever bubble. 
Bridget and I should be ever playing. 
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I wave no ear.— | 

Mistake me not, reader,—nor imagine that I am 
by nature destitute of those exterior twin appen- 
dages, hanging ornaments, and (architecturally 
speaking) handsome volutes to the human capital. 
Better my mother had never borne me.—I am, I 
think, rather delicately than copiously provided 
with those conduits; and I feel no disposition to 
envy the mule for his plenty, or the mole for her 
exactness, In those ingenious labyrinthine inlets— 
those indispensable side-intelligencers. 

Neither have I incurred, or done any thing to in- 
cur, with Defoe, that hideous disfigurement, which 
constrained him to draw upon assurance—to feel 
“¢ quite unabashed,” and at ease upon that article. 
I was never, I thank my stars, in the pillory ; nor, | 
if I read them aright, is it within the compass of my 
destiny, that I'ever should be. | 
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When therefore I say that I have no ear, you 
will understand me to mean—for music.—To say 
that this heart never melted at the concourse of 
sweet sounds, would be a foul self-libel.—‘* Water 
parted from the sea’ never fails to move it strangely. 
So does “ In infancy.” But they were used to be 
sung at her harpsichord (the old-fashioned instru- 
ment in vopue in those days) by a gentlewoman— 
_the gentlest, sure, that ever merited the appellation— 
the sweetest—why should I hesitate to name’ Mrs. 
S——, once the blooming Fanny Weatheral of the 
Temple—who had power to thrill the soul of Elia, 
small imp as he was, even in his long coats ; and to 
make him glow, tremble, and blush with a passion, 
that not faintly indicated the day-spring of that ab-. 
sorbing sentiment, which was afterwards destined to 
overwhelm and ‘subdue his nature quite, for Alice 
W—-n.. — | 

F even think that sentimentally I am disposed to 
harmony. But organically I am incapable of a tune. 
I have ‘been practising “ God save the King” all 
my life; whistling and humming of st over to my- 
pelf in. solitary corners; and*am ‘not yet arrived, 
they. tell me, within many quavers of it. Yet hath 
the loyalty of Elia never been impeaghed.. 

I am not without suspicion, that I have an un-. 
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developed faculty of music within me. For, thrum- 
ming, in my wild way, on my friend A.’s piano, the 
other morning, while he was engaged in an adjoin- 
ing parlour,—on his return he was pleased to say, 
‘he thought it could not be the maid” On his first 
surprise at hearing the keys touched in somewhat 
an airy and masterful way, not dreaming of me, his 
suspicions had lighted on Jenny. But a grace, 
snatched from a superior refinement, soon convinced 
him that some being,—technically perhaps deficient, 
but higher informed from a principle common to 
all the fine arts,—had swayed the keys to a mood 
which Jenny, with all her (less-cultivated) enthu- 
siasm, could never have elicited from them. I 
mention this as a proof of my friend’s penetration, 
and not with any view of disparaging Jenny. 
Scientifically I could never be made to under- 
stand (yet have I taken some pains) what a note in 
music is; or how one note should differ from another. 
Much less in voices can I distinguish a soprano 
from atenor. Only sometimes the thorough bass I 
contrive to guess at,-from its being supereminently 
harsh,and disagreeable. . I tremble, however, for 
my jmisapplication. of the simplest terms. of: shad: 
which. i, disclaim. a While I profess my. ignoranee,; .:. 
I scarce know. what. to, say L.am.ignorant of. hate, «... 
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perhaps, by misnomers. Sostenuto and adagyio stand 
in the like relation of obscurity to me; and Sol, 
Fa, Mi, Re, is as conjuring as Baralipton. 

It is hard to stand alone—in an age like this,— 
(constituted to the quick and critical perception of 
all harmonious combinations, I verily believe, beyond 
all preceding ages, since Jubal stumbled upon the 
gamut)—to remain, as it were, singly unimpressible 
to the magic influences of an art, which is said to 
have such an especial stroke at soothing, elevating, 
and refining the passions.— Yet rather than break 
the candid current of my confessions, I must avow 
to you, that I have received a great deal more pain 
than pleasure from this so cried-up faculty. 

I am constitutionally susceptible of noises. A 
carpenter's haminer, in a warm summer noon, will 
fret me into more than midsummer madness. But 
those unconnected, unset sounds are nothing to 
the measured malice of music. ‘The ear is passive 
to those single strokes; willingly enduring stripes, 
while it hath no. task to con. ‘To music it cannot 
be passive. It will strive—mine at least will—’spite 
of its inaptitude, to thrid the maze; like an ‘un- 
skilled eye painfully pormg upon‘hietoglyphics. I 
have sat through an Italian Opera, till; for sheer 
pain, and inexplicable anguish, I have rushed out 
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into the noisiest places of the crowded streets, to so- 
lace myself with sounds, which I was not obliged 
to follow, and get rid of the distracting torment of 
endless, fruitless, barren attention! I take refuge 
in the unpretending assemblage of honest common- 
life sounds:—and the purgatory of the Enraged 
Musician becomes my paradise. 

I have sat at an Oratorio (that profanation of 
the purposes of the cheerful playhouse) watching 
the faces of the auditory in the pit (what a contrast 
to Hogarth’s Laughing Audience !) immoveable, or 
affecting some faint emotion,—till (assome have said, 
that our occupations in the next world will be but 
a shadow of what delighted us in this) I have 
imagined myself in some cold ‘Theatre in Hades, 
where some of the forms of the earthly one should 


be kept up, with none of the enjoyment ; or like 
that-~ 


- Party in-a parlour, : 
ee All silent, and all DAMNED! piewectns 
. Above all, those: insufferable concertos, tal Apieces 

of music, as they are called, do plague and. embitter 

my apprehension: W ords are somethings but to:be 

exposed to ‘an ‘exidless battery ‘of mere sounds; ‘to.be 
Jong.a dying, to lie stretched upon.a rack: of:roses ; 
to kéep up languor by -untintermitted: effort ;; to pile 
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honey upon sugar, and sugar upon honey, to an in- 
terminable tedious sweetness; to fill up sound with 
feeling, and strain ideas to keep pace with it; to 
gaze on empty frames, and be forced to make the 
pictures for yourself; to read a book, all stops, and 
be obliged to supply the verbal matter; to invent 
extempore tragedies to answer to the vague gestures 
of an inexplicable rambling mime—these are faint 
shadows of what I have undergone from a series of 
the ablest-executed pieces of this empty instrumental 
music, | re 

I deny not, that in the opening of a concert, 
I ‘have experienced something vastly lulling and 
agreeable :—afterwards followeth the languor, and 
the oppression. Like that disappointing book ‘im 
Patmos; or, like the comings on of melancholy, 
described by Burton, doth music make her first in- 
sinuating approaches :—“ Most pleasant it is to 
such as are melancholy given, to walk alone in some 
solitary grove, betwixt wood ‘and water, by some 
breok. side, and to meditate upon some delightsome ~ 
ated pleasant subject, which shall affect him most, 
aimalelis insania, and mentis gratissimus error, A 
‘shost :ideomparable ‘delight to build castles in the 
-aotd go smiling to themselves, acting’ an infinite 
s¥ariety: of farts;'which they siippose, and strongly. 
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imagine, they act, or that they see done.—So de- 
lightsome these toys at first, they could spend whole 
days and nights without sleep, even whole years in 
such contemplations, and fantastical meditations, 
which are like so many dreams, and will hardly be 
drawn from them—winding and unwinding them- 
selves as so many clocks, and still pleasing their 
humours, until at the last the scENE TURNS UPON A 
SUDDEN, and they being now habitated to such me- 
ditations and solitary places, can endure no com- 
pany, can think of nothing but harsh and distaste- 
ful subjects. Fear, sorrow, suspicion, swbrusticus 
pudor, discontent, cares, and weariness of life, sur- 
prise them on a sudden, and they can think of no- 
thing else: continually suspecting, no sooner are 
their eyes open, but this infernal plague of melan- 
choly seizeth on them, and terrifies their souls, re- 
presenting some dismal object to their minds; which 
now, by no means, no labour, no persuasions they 
can avoid, they cannot be rid of it, they cannot 
resist.” | 

Something like this “ sceNE-ruRNING” I have 
experienced at the evening parties, at the house of 
my good Catholic friend Nov ; who, by the 
aid of a capital organ, himself the most finished of 
players, converts his drawing-room into a chapel, 
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his week days into Sundays, and these latter into 
minor heavens*. 

When my friend commences upon one of those 
solemn anthems, which peradventure struck upon 
my heedless ear, rambling in the side aisles of the 
dim abbey, some five and thirty years since, waking 
a new sense, and putting a soul of old religion into 
my young apprehension—(whether it be ¢hat, in 
which the -psalmist, weary of the persecutions of 
bad men, wisheth to himself dove’s wings—or that 
other, which, with a like measure of sobriety and 
pathos, inquireth by what means the young man 
shall best cleanse his mind)—a holy calm pervadeth 
me.—I am for the time 


rapt above earth, 
And possess joys not promised at my birth. 

But when this master of the spell, not content to 
have laid a soul prostrate, goes on, in his power, to 
inflict more bliss than lies in her capacity to receive, 
—impatieht to overcome her “ earthly” with his 
“‘ heavenly,”—still pouring in, for protracted hours, 
fresh -waves and fresh from the sea of sound, or 
from that’ inexhausted German ocean, above which, 
m Senet peers, is aria ridé’ those 


‘ the! wf ; 
. Pisce ate and still would gos, 
-+.1 1) 8 sig Vike a Kitéle heaven below.—Dr. Watts, "1" 


La ee ets z 


94 A CHAPTER ON EARS. 


Arions Haydn and Mozart, with their attendant 
tritons, Bach, Beethoven, and a countless tribe, 
whom to attempt to reckon up would but plunge 
me again in the deeps,—I stagger under the weight 
of harmony, reeling to and fro at my wit’s end ;— 
clouds, as of frankincense, oppress 'me—priests, 
altars, censers, dazzle before me—the genius of his 
religion hath me in her toils—a shadowy triple tiara 
invests the brow of my friend, late so naked, so in- 
genuous—he is Pope,—and by him sits, like as in 
the anomaly of dreams, a she-Pope too,—tri-coro- 
neted like himself!—I am converted, and yet a 
‘Protestant ;—at once malleus hereticorum, and my- 
self grand heresiarch: or three heresies centre in 
my person :—I am Marcion, Ebion, and Cerinthus 
—Gog and Magog—what not ?—till the coming in 
of the friendly supper-tray dissipates the figment, 
and a draught of true Lutheran beer (in which 
chiefly my friend shows himself no bigot) at once 
reconciles me to the rationalities of a purer faith ; 
and restores to me the genuine unterrifying aspects 
of my pleasant-countenanced host and hostess. 


ALL FOOLS DAY. 


Tux compliments of the season tomy worthy masters, 
and a merry first of April to us all! 

Many happy returns of this day to you—and you 
—and you, Sir—nay, never frown, man, nor put a 
long face upon the matter. Do not we know one an- 
other? what need of ceremony among friends? we 
have all a touch of that same—you understand me 
—a speck of the motley. Beshrew the man who on 
such a day as this, the general festival, should af- 
fect to stand aloof. I am none of those sneakers. 
I am free of the corporation, and care not who 
knows it. He that meets me in the forest to-day, 
shall meet with no wise-acre, I can tell him. Stultus 
sum. ‘Translate me that, and take the meaning of 
it to yourself for your pains. What, man, we have 
four quarters of the globe on our side, at the least 
computation. 
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Fill us a cup of that sparkling gooseberry—we 
will drink no wise, melancholy, politic port on this 
day—and let us troll the catch of Amiens—due ad 


to, 


me—duc ad me—how goes it ? 


4 


‘ Heteshallhe'see © ¢ oe 
Gross foolsashe., es ts 


Now would I give a trifle to know historically and 
authentically, who was the greatest fool that ever 
lived. I would certainly give him in a bumper. 
Marry, of the present breed, I think I could with. 
out much difficulty name you the party. | 

Remove your. cap a little further, if a ou please 
it hides my bauble. . ‘And now each man bestride 
his hobby, and dust away his bells to what tupe 
he pleases. I will give you, for r my part, | — 


Vitus she crazy old'ehurch clock,) 4 
. +: And the bewildered chimes... 0,0 seeps, 


Good master Empedocles, you : are re welcome. It 
is long since you went a salamander-gathering down 
Etna. Worse than samphire-picking by some odds. 
"Tis a mercy your worship did not singe your mus- 
tachios. 

Ha! Cleombrotus ! ' and what salads in faith did 
you light upon at the bottom of the Mediterranean’ ? 
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You were founder, I take it, of the disinterested 
sect of the Calenturists. 

Gebir, my old free-mason, and prince of plas- 
terers at Babel, bring in your trowel, most Ancient 
Grand! You have claim to a seat here at my right 
hand, as patron of the stammerers. You left your 
work, if I remember Herodotus correctly, at eight 
hundred million toises, or thereabout, above the 
level of the sea. Bless us, what a long bell you 
must have pulled, to call your top workmen to their 
nuncheon on the low grounds of Sennaar. Or did 
you send up your garlick and onions by a rocket ? 
I am a rogue if I am not ashamed to show you our 
Monument on Fish-street Hill, after your altitudes. 
Yet. we think it somewhat. 

What, the magnanimous Alexander in tears ?>— 
cry, baby, put its finger in its eye, it shall have an- 
other globe, round as an orange, pretty moppet ! 

Mister Adams———odso, I honour your coat— 
pray do us the favour to read to us that sermon, 
which you lent to Mistress Slipslop—the twenty 
and second in your portmanteau there—on Female 


Incontinence—the same—it will come in most irre- 
levantly and impertinently seasonable to the time of 
the day. 


H 
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Good Master at iain Lully, — look wise. 
Pray correct that error. 


Duns, spare your definitions. I must fine you 
a bumper, or a paradox. We will have nothing 
said or done syllogistically this day. Remove those 
logical forms, waiter, that no gentleman break the 
tender shins of his apprehension stumbling across 
them. 


Master Stephen, you are late.—Ha! cakes 1S it, 
you ?>—Aguecheek, my dear knight, let me pay my. . 


devoir to you.—Master Shallow, your worship’s 
poor servant to command.— Master Silence, Iwill 
use few words with you.—Slender, it shall ga hard. . 


if I edge not you im somewhere.—You six. will en. | 


gross all the poor wit of the company to-day.—I . 
know it, I know it. 

Ha! honest R 
Ludgate, time out of mind, art thou here again ?. . 
Bless thy doublet, it is not over-new, threadbare as , 
thy stories :—what dost thou flitting about the world, 
at this rate ?>—Thy customers are extinct, etme. 
bed-rid, have ceased to read long ago.— Thou gogst 
still among them, seeing if, peradventure, thou canst. . 
hawk a volume or two.—Good Granville, S—,,, 
thy last patron, 1S flown. a: 


, my fine old Librarian of. 
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at King Pandion, he is dead, 
All thy friends are lapt in lead.— 

Nevertheless, noble R , come in, and take 
your seat here, between Armado and Quisada: for 
in true courtesy, in gravity, in fantastic smiling to 
thyself, in courteous smiling upon others, m the 
goodly ornature of well-apparelled speech, and the 
commendation of wise sentences, thou art nothing 
inferior to those accomplished Dons of Spain. The 
spirit of chivalry forsake me for ever, when I forget 
thy’ singing the song of Macheath, which declares 
that he might be happy with either, situated between 
those two ancient spinsters—when I forget the in- 
umitable formal love which thou didst make, turning 
now to the one, and now to the other, with that 
Malvolian smile—as if Cervantes, not Gay, had 
written it for his hero; and as if thousands of pe- 
riods must revolve, before the mirror of courtesy 
could have given his invidious preference between a 
pair of so goodly-propertied and meritorious-equal 
damsels. * * * & * 

To descend from these altitudes, and not to pro- 
tract our Fools’ Banquet beyond its appropriate 
day,—for I fear the second of April is not many 
hours distant—in sober verity I will confess a truth 
to thee, reader. I love a Foo/—as naturally, as if 

H 2 
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J ‘were e of kith ‘and, ] kin. o <a ‘When a ‘child, 
with, child like apprehensions, that diyed. not below . 
the surface gf the matter, I read. those. Parables— 
not guessing, at, their involved wisdom—I had more 
yearnings towards, that simple architects that built 
his house upon the sand, than { entertained for his 
more cautious neighbour; I grudged at the hard 
censure pronounced upon the quiet soul.that kept 
his talent ; and—prizing their simplicity beyond the 
more provident, and, to my apprehension, somewhat 
unfeminine wariness of their competitors—I felt a 
kindliness, that almost amounted to a tendre, for 
those five thoughtless virgins.—I have never made 
an acquaintance since, that lasted; or a friendship, 
that answered ; with any that had not some tincture 
of the absurd in their characters. I venerate an 
honest obliquity of understanding. The more laugh- 
able blunders a man shall commit in your company, 
the more tests he giveth you, that he will not betray: 
or overreach you. I love the safety, which a pal- 
pable hallucination warrants; the security, which a 
word out of season ratifies. And take my word for | 
this, reader, and say a fool told it you, if you please, : 
that he who hath not a dram of folly in his mixture, 
hath pounds of much worse matter in his composi- 
tion. It is observed, that ‘ the foolisher the fowl 
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or fish »—woodcocks,—dotterels,—cod? s-heads, &e. 
the finer the Hesh thereof,” and what are commonly 
ihe ‘world’ : ‘réceived ‘fools, but such whereof’ the 
world i is ‘not ‘worthy ? and what have 'beén some of 
the Mindliest pattertis of our species, but ‘so many 
tne of ‘absurdity, minions of the goddess, arid 
de hite boys P- Reader; if you wrest my words 
br their fair’ éérintructi it is you, and not I, 
that dré th the pri? Pooh’ fe ade os 
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Stillborn Silence ! thou that art 

Flood-gate of the deeper heart! 4 
Offspring of a heavenly kind! 

Frost o’ the mouth, and thaw o’ the mind ! 
Secrecy’s confident, and he 

Who makes religion mystery ! 

Admiration’s speaking’st tongue ! 

Leave, thy desert shades among, 

Reverend hermits’ hallowed cells, 

Where retired devotion dwells! 

With thy enthusiasms come, 
Seize our tongues, and strike us dumb! 1% 


i ——— 


iy ‘ nt “oe 


READER, would’st thou know what true peace and 
quiet mean; would’st thou find a refuge from the 
noises and clamours of the multitude; would’st 
thou enjoy at once solitude and society; would’st 
thou possess the depth of thy own spirit in stillness, 


without being shut out from the consolatory faces of - 


thy species; would’st thou be alone, and yet accom- 


“© From “ Poems of all sorts,” by Richard Fleckno, 1653. 
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panied ; solitary, yet not desolate ; singular, yet not 
without some to keep thee in countenance; a unit 
in aggregate; a simple in composite :—come with 
me into a Quaker’s Meeting. 

Dost thou love silence deep as that “ before the 
winds were made ?” go not out into the wilderness, 
descend not into the profundities of the earth ; shut 
not up thy casements; nor pour wax into the little 
cells of thy ears, with little-faith’d self-mistrusting 
Ulysses,——Retire with me into a Quaker’s Meeting. 

For a man to refrain even from good words, and 
to hold his peace, it is commendable ; but for a mul- 
titude, it is great mastery. 

What is the stillness of the desert, onan with 
this place? what the uncommunicating muteness 
of fishes?—here the goddess reigns and revels.— 
‘* Boreas, and Cesias, and Argestes loud,” do not 
with their inter-confounding uproars more augment 
‘the brawl—nor the waves of the blown Baltic with 
their clubbed sounds—than their opposite (Silence 
‘her sacred self ) 1s multiplied and rendered more in- 
‘tense by numbers, and by sympathy. She too hath 
her deeps, that call unto deeps. Negation itself 
‘hath a positive more and less ; and closed eyes would 
seem to obscure the great obscurity of midnight. ' 

There are wounds, which an imperfect solitude 
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\earititit! Healy By iftrpérfect! ET mean that-whiehow 
‘fide enjoyed by-hinself' (Phe péifect tis than which 
hid dan ‘sotietiines ‘attaiy inv crowds, Hit nawhdre so 
‘absolutely agin’ d Quakers MeétinguFHése firit 
hermits did certainly understand this principle, 
when they -retited .inta ‘Egyptian: -solitudes, not 
singly, put in. shoals, to enjoy one another's want 
of , conversation. The Carthusign i is bound | to his 
brethren by this agreging spirit of fincommunicative 
ness. In secular occasions, what 80 ‘pleasant as to 
be: reading a book through along Winter evening, 
with a friend sitting by—say,_ a wife— e, or she, 
too, (if that be probable), ‘reading ‘another, ‘without 
interruption, or oral’ communication ?—cati there be 
no sympathy without the gabble’ of words ?—away 
with’ this’ inhuman; shy; sitigla; ‘shadesgndiertern- 
‘haunting solitariness.- Give nie; ‘Master: Zimitor- 
“pian; 4 syinpathétic solitude, <1 -f) sbadicy door 
“ARG Bade’ silotie in: the cloistéts, ‘ot side wishes bf 
"some cathedral, beagle bth vitibeal iso 


sR cee ees a gs St ee tsk Yi erat ope a; oad 
epee fa St Sp 6 eee Ri? 
boctnve Or by ae foeeint cs 
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: ao “a Yaligar loxury; compared ‘with: 5 thathih 
tlioké diijby; ‘who come together for' the pt pobeviof 
? an ‘ Cohiipléré, “absttacted: solitude: >This dy 'the 
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doneliness.{{ ta: be, falt."+/The, Abbey Church, of 
(Westmaester; hath, nothing £0, polemma, .80 . spirit- 
‘soothing, Ag the naked, walls,apd beaches of a.Qua- 
:ker’s-Mieting,., Here are ug. tombs, no.inscriptions, 


: vey Poorty: t be, ity tree 
epee anda ignoble things," ee gee 


JOM gest pee ee palt goa 
(nal a taly Whe * Ott arin eyty gekey al Th ° e 
Lic here is something, which’ ‘throws Antiquity 

aly ‘greed res apo DP gn a ae 

into the ‘fore-ground—Sirence—eldest of 


oa TS SUPE CrnS cel See 
thin lan anguage of old. ‘Night — primitive Dis- 
antl Af, thie 189 
‘fourser—to which the insolent decays of moulder- 
eis eee 1gff vs ‘ 


‘ ! 
ing gran eur have but arrived by a violent, and, as 


(ls api ges 


we.may sa unnatural ro; gression, | 
wemay sa Voie Osi gis P & - 


atl gy: coat reverend, is. the ne, of thes hushed heads, 
YiVL—* 2 sch a orb s hermae b er ee 
Nothing plotting, nonght-caballing, untnischiey- 
poner .onvocation ,without intrigue! parlia- 
ment without debate! what a lesson dost, thou read 
ito gouncil, and to consistory !—if my pen treat of 
you lightly—as haply it will wander—yet my spirit 
hath gravely felt the wisdom of your custom, when 
sitting among you in deepest peace, which some 
out-welling tears would rather confirm than disturb, 
dJuhaye. reverted to the times of your beginnings, 
ivand. fhe, sowings of the seed, by Fox and Dewes- 
vibbuxy ert have witnessed, that, which hrought before 
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my eyes; your jheroig: tranquillity, inflexrble: to. the 
bude jests andserzous. violences of the insolent:soli 
diery, republican. or royalist, sent to molest you-- 
for iye:sate betwixt the fires of two perseeutions, the 
out-edst and off-scowering of church and presbytery: 
_ +i have. seen the reeling sea-ruffian; who. had 
wandered into your receptacle, with the avowed in: 
tention of disturbing your quiet, from the very spirit 
of the place receive in a moment a new heart, and 
presently sit among yeas a lamb amidst ‘lambs. 
And I remembered Penn before his accusers; and 
Fox in the bail-dock, where he was lifted‘ arp:an 
spirit, as he tells us, and “ the Judge and the Jury 
became as dead men under his feet? 0! fo! rot 

Reader, if you are not: acquainted with it} | 
would recommend to you, above all churelysiabrar 
tives, to read Sewel's History of the Quakers)! It 
is ‘in foho, and is the ‘abstract of the journals of 
Fox,'and ‘the ‘primitive ‘Friends: I¢'is:far more 
edifying and affecting than.any thing you wall read 
of Webley and his colleagues. Here is nothing to 
stagger you, nothing to make you mistrust; no sus- 
picion’ of alloy, no drop or dreg of the worldly'or 
ambitiows spirit: “You-will here read-the true story 
‘of that :much-tjured, ridiculed:man (who perhaps 
hath been'a by/word in your mouth,)-+dames 
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Naylor: what.dreadful sufferings, with what patience; 
he-enduredieven to the bormg through of histongue 
with: red-hot irons without .2 murmur; and. mtb 
what strength of mind, when the delusion he :had 
fallen: into, which -they stigmatised far: blasphemy; 
bad given way to clearer thoughts, he could:renouhce 
his ‘error,,in a strain of the. beautifullest humility, 
yet keep his first grounds, and be:a Quaker still! 
bo different from the practice of your common cons 
verts, from enthusiasm, who, when they apostatize, 
apostatize .all,.and think they. can never get far 
enongh from the society of their former errors, even 
tothe renunciation of:some saving truths, with which 
they had been mingled, not implicated.’ ae 
| Get' the Writings -of: John Woolman = heart.; 
and: love the early Quakers: ©... 

How far'the followers of these. ae men 1n--our 
Ways:‘have kept: to the. primitive spizit, orm what 
proportion they have substituted formality:.for it, 
‘the Judge of Spirits can alone determine. I have 
‘seen faces in their assemblies, upon which the:dove 
sate visibly brooding. Others again I have watched; 
ewhen my thoughts should have been better engaged, 
im which I could possibly detect nothing but a blank 
anehity. . But quiet was in all, and the disposition 
49 unanimity, and the absence. of the fierce, comtro- 
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= workings. —If the spiritual pretensions of -_ 
Quakers: have’ abated. at least’ they make few | pre- 


jheace 


tences. ° "Hypocrites they certainly are not, in “their 
préachiing.< “ft is seldom indeed that you shall see 


Try. 3 


oud get up amongst ‘them to hold forth.’ "Only now 
dnd’ then’ a ‘trenibling, female, getierally ancient, 
Voice ii ie ‘Teard—you cantiot’ Suess from what part of 
the’ nleeting i procéeds~—with | a tow, buinzidg, ‘niu- 
sital ‘souhd; laying out’a few words’which’ she 
thotight ‘night suit the condition of’ some present,” 
with a quaking diffidence, which leaves 1 No” posal- 
bility of supposing that any thing’ ‘of fbmalé vanity 
was mixed up, where the tones were so’ fullo ten 
derness, and a restraining modest y.— et Ea in u 
what I have observed, speak seldomerit! 8 «Cl Jo 
Once only, and’ it was some years 
nessed a sample of the old’Foxiat orgasth: ne Wak 
a man of giatit ‘stature, Who,'as Wordsworth phrases 
it, inighit have danced “ froth’ held tb dot éguiipe'nt 
iron’ mail.” “His frame was of iron’ tod.’ But he wa 
malleable.’ I saw him shake all over with ‘the spirit 
+I dare not say, ‘of delusion. ‘'The strivitigs of rand 
outer ran were uniutterable—he seemed not to sper 
but td be spoken from. I saw the strong man’ bowed 
doiwii, ‘dnd “his ‘knees to’ fail—his joints’all se seit 


loosening—it was‘ a figure to set off agaist’ “Pa it 
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Preaching—the words he . uttered, were few, sand, 


‘ 
is isi 


| sound—he was evidently resisting his will keepin 


down hi iis own word-wisdom with more mighty effort, 
than the yorld’s orators strain, for theirs. ‘He had, 
been a Wi1rin his youth, ” he told Us), with expressions 
of a. a sober remorse. : And it was not till long after 
the impression had begun. to wear away, that I was, 
enabled, with something | like a smile, tq recall the 
striking 1 incongrpity of : the confession—understand.. 

ing the term In its worldly acceptation—with the 


as ad 


frame, an , and d_physiognomy of the person before me. 
His 3 hrow would | have scared away the Levities—the 
J logos Risus-que—faster than the Loves fled the face 
of Dis at Enna.—By wié, even in his youth, a will 

be sworn. t he understood something far within. the 
lipnjts of an allow wable liberty... Padi i 
- More frequently the Meeting’ is broken up vient 
4, "ard haying heen spoken. But the mind has been 
fed, . You go, away with a sermon, net made with 
hands. You,have been in the milder caverns of 
Trophonius;, or asin some den, where that. fleroest 
and, savagest: of all wild creatures, the, ToneuE,, 

nat unruly member, has strangely lain tied up.and, 
gaptive. ‘1, You have bathed with stillness. —O wher 
the.spirit is gore fretted, even | tired to sickness, of 


a: 
the janglings, and nonsense-noises of the world, 
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what a balm and a solace it is, to go and seat your- 
self, for a quiet half hour, upon some undisputed 
corner of a bench, among the gentle Quakers! 

Their garb and stillness conjoined, present an 
uniformity, tranquil and berd-like-—as in the pasture 
— forty feeding like one.” — 

The very garments, of a, -Quaker seem incapable 
of receiving a soil; and cleanliness in them to be 
something more than the absence. of its. contrary. 
Every Quakeress is a lily; and when they come up 
in bands to their Whitsun-conferences, whitenmg 
the easterly streets of the metropolis, from all parts’ 
of the United Kingdom, they shew: like: troops of © 
eee OE a 


» titty ben eles 


ree ae se 


ris Saiere) 
if ! 


. | i 
| - : | ; ait { 'y 4 


- THE OLD AND THE NEW 


ran 
d 


|| SCHOOLMASTER. |” 


Pia ted yberg aoe, t. 4 
’ } © eo ——— 
ees aaa ms Ce He, ROG : 


: 1 
T ryter tay 


t 


Mw..xeading hasbeen lamentably desultory and 
immethodical.:,, Odd, out of the way, old English 
plays, and treatises, have supplied me with most of 
my notions, and ways of feeling. In every thing 
that relates to science, I am a whole Encyclopedia 
behind the rest of the world. I should have scarcely 
cut a figure among the franklins, or country gen- 
tlemen, in king John’s days. I know less geography 
than a.school-boy of six weeks’ standing. To mea 
map of old Ortelius is as authentic as Arrowsmith. 
I do not know whereabout Africa merges into Asia; 
whether Ethiopia lie in one or other of those great 
divisions; nor can form the remotest conjecture of 
the position of New South Wales, or Van Diemen’s 
Land. Yet do I hold a correspondence with a very 
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dear friend in the first-named of these two Terre 
Incognitz. I have no astronomy. I do not know 
where to look for the Bear, or Charles’s Wain ; the 
place of any star; or the name of any of them at 
sight. I guess at Venus only by her brightness— 
and if the sun on some portentous morn were to 
make his first appearance in the West, I verily be- 
lieve, that, while all the world were gasping in 
apprehension about me, I alone should stand unter- 
rified, from sheer incuriosity and want of observa- 
tion. Of history and chronology I possess some 
vague points, such as one cannot help picking up in 
the course of miscellaneous study ; but I never de- 

liberately sat down to a chronicle, even of my own | 
country. I have most dim apprehensions of the four 
great monarchies; and sometimes the Assyrian, 
sometimes the Persian, floats as first in my fancy. 
I make the widest conjectures concerning Egypt, 
and her shepherd kings. My friend M., with great . 
pains-taking, got me to think I understood the first 
proposition in Euclid, but gave me over in despair 
at the second. I am entirely unacquainted with the 
modern languages ; and, like a better man than my- 
self, have “small Latin and less Greek.” I ama 
stranger to the shapes and texture of the commonest 
trees, herbs, flowers—not from the circumstance of 
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my bemg town-born—for I should have brought 
the same inobservant spirit into the world with me, 
had I first seen it in “ on Devon's leafy shores,” — 
and am no less at a loss among purely town-objects, 
tools, engines, mechanic processes.—Not that I affect 
ignorance —but my head has not many mansions, 
nor spacious; and I have been obliged to fill it 
with such cabinet curiosities as it can hold without 
aching. I sometimes wonder, how I have passed 
my probation with so little discredit in the world, 
as I have done, upon so meagre a stock. But the 
fact is, a man may do very well with a very little 
knowledge, and scarce be found out, in mixed com- 
pany; every body is so much more ready to pro- 
duce his own, than. to call for a display of your 
acquisitions. But in a téte-a-téte there is no shuf- 
fling. The truth will out. There is nothing which 
I dread so much, as the being left alone for a quarter 
of an hour with a sensible, well-informed man, that 
does not know me. [ lately got into a dilemma of 
this sort.— | 
- In one of my daily jaunts between Bishopsgate 
and Shacklewell, the coach stopped to take up a 
staid-looking gentleman, about the wrong side of 
thirty, who was giving his parting directions (while 
the steps were adjusting), in a tone of mild authority, 
1 
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toa tall youth, who seemed to be neither his‘clerk, 
his son, nor his servant, but something partaking of 
all three. The youth was dismissed, and we drove 
on. « As we were the sole passengers, he naturally 
enough addressed his conversation 'to me ;' and 'we 
discussed:'the merits of the fare, the civility atid 
punctuality of the driver; the circumstance of un 
opposition coach having been lately set wp,:wath'the . 
probabilities of itysuccess—to all which I was enabled 
to return pretty satisfactory answers, having’ beén 
drilled into this kind of etiquette: by ebmeé years’ 
daily practice of riding to and froin the stage Afare- 
said~-when he suddenly alarmed me by a startling 
question, whether I had seen the show of prize ‘ctit- 
tle that morning in Smithfield 2. Now as I had net 
seen it, and do not greatly care for such ‘sort of ext 
hibitions, I: was obliged to return a cold negative. 
He seemed a little mortified, as well as ‘astonjshed, 
at my declaration, as (it appeared) he ‘was “just 
eome fresh from the sight, and doubtless ‘had hoped 
to- compare notes on the subject. Howeve? ke 
assured me that I had lost a fine treat, as‘1-far 
exceeded the show of last year. We were now-apl 
proaching Norton Falgate, when the sight: of some 
shop-goods ticketed freshened him up into a disser- 
tation upon the cheapness of cottons this spring. I 
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was now a little in heart, as the nature of my morn- 
ing avocations had brought me into some. sort of 
familiarity with the raw material; and I was sur- 
prised to find how eloquent I was becoming on the 
state of the India market—when, presently, he 
dashed my incipient vanity to the earth at once, 
by inquiring whether I had ever made any calcu- 
lation .as to: the value of the rental of all the retail 
ishops.in London. Wad he asked of me, what song 
the Sirens sang, or what name Achilles assumed 
‘when he hid himself among women, I might, with 
Sir Thomas Browne, have hazarded a “ wide eo- 
lution *.”. My companion saw my embarrassment, 
and, the almshouses beyond Shoreditch just coming 
in view, with great good-nature and dexterity shifted 
his conversation to the subject of public charities ; 
which led to the comparative merits of provision for 
the: poor.in past and present times, with observa- 
tions on the. old monastic institutions, and charitable 
jorders;—but, finding me rather dimly impressed 
with. some: glimmering notions from old poetic 
‘associations, than strongly fortified with any specu- 
lations reducible to calculation on the subject, he 
gave the matter up; and, the country beginning to 
{ ihe Ba ehh Sah PS Urn Burial 
12 


116 THE OLD AND THE NEW SCHOOLMASTER.' 


open more and more upon us, as we approached the 
turnpike at Kingsland (the destimed termination of 
his jousney), he put a home thrust upon me, in the 
most unfortunate position he. could have chosen;:by 
advancing seme queries relative to the.North Pole 
Expedition. While I was muttering out something 
about.the. Panorama of those strange regions (which 
I had.actually seen), by way of parrying the ques- 
tion, the, coach stopping relieved me. fram any. furi 
ther apprehensions. My companion getting: -outy 
left. me, in ..the comfortable possessign of. my: ignon 
rance; pnd J heard him, as he. went off, putting 
questions to, an outside passenger, who had alighted 
with him, regarding an epidemic disorder, that had, 
been rife about Dalston; and which, my. friend, 
assured him, had gone through five or six schools. 
in that neighbourhood. The truth now flashed apon, 
me, that my companion was a schoolmaster ;..and, 
that the youth, whom he had parted from, at our; 

first acquaintance, must have been one of the bigger, _ 
boys, or the usher.—He was evidently a, kind, 
hearted man, who did not seem so much desirous, 
of provoking discussion by the questions which he, 
put, as of obtaining information atany rate, [tdid 
not appear that he took any interest, either, i in such, 
kind of inquiries, for their own sake ; but that, he 
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was in some way bound to seck for. knowledge... A 
greenish-coloured coat, which he had on, forbade 
meé to surmise: that he was a clergyman. _ The ad- 
venture.gave. birth to some reflettions on the dif- 
feréace ;between: persons of his profession in past 
and. present times. yd He ARE 

' Rest to the. souls: of those fine old Pedagogues ; 
the: ‘breed, :Jong ‘since extinct, of the Lilys, and-the 
Lanaores :: who believing that all learning was con- 
tained: ithe: ‘linguages which they taught, and 
despising évety other acquirement as stiperficial arid 
useless, came to their task as to a sport! Passing 
from:infaney to age, they dreamed away all their 
days ‘as‘in a grammar-school. _ Revolving im & per- 
petual cycle -of declensions, conjugations, syntaxes, 
and prosodies ; renewing constantly the occupations 
whith had’ charmed their studious childhood; re- 
hieatsinyy continually the part of the past; life must 
Have ‘slipped from them at last like one day. They 
were dlwWalys’ iti their first garden, reaping har'vests 
of their: golden’ time, among their Flori and their 
Spittlesia in Arcadia still, but kings ; the ferule 
of ‘their sway not much harsher, but of like dignity 
with that ‘mild sceptre attributed to king Basileus ; 
the’ Yeek and Latin, their stately Pamela and their 
Philéclea’s with the occasional duncery of some un- 
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toward Tyro, serving for a refreshing interlude of 
a Mopsa, or a clown Dametas ! 

‘With what a savour doth the Preface to Colet’s, 
or (as it is sometimes called) Paul’s Accidence, set 
forth! “'To exhort every man to the learning of 
grammar, that intendeth to attain the understanding 


of the tongues, wherein is contained a great treasury 
of wisdom and knowledge, it would seem but vain 
and lost labour; for so much as it is known, that 
nothing can surely be ended, whose beginning is 
either feeble or faulty; and no building be per- 
fect, whereas the foundation and ground-work is 
ready to fall, and unable to uphold the burden of 
the frame.” How well doth this stately preamble 
(comparable to those which Milton commendeth as 
‘“‘having been the usage to prefix to some solemn 
law, then first promulgated by Solon, or Lycurgus”) 
correspond with and illustrate that pious zeal fot 
conformity, expressed in a succeeding clause, which 
would fence about grammar-rules with the severity 
of faith-articles !—* as for the diversity of grammars, 
it is well profitably taken away by the king majes. 
ties wisdom, who foreseeing the 1 inconvenience, ‘and 
favourably providing the remedie, caused one Kind 
of grammar by sundry learned men to be diligently 
drawn, and so to be set out, only everywhere to be 
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taught for the use of learners, and for the hurt 
in changing of schoolmaisters.” What a gusto in 
that which follows: “ wherein it is profitable that 
he [the pupil] can orderly decline his noun, and his 
” His noun ! 

The fine dream is fading away fast; and the least 


concern of a teacher in the present day is to incul- 


verp. 


cate grammar-rules. 

The modern schoolmaster is expected to know a 
httle of every thing, because his pupil is required 
not to be entirely ignorant of any thng. He must 
be superficially, if I may so say, omniscient. He is 
to know something of pneumatics; of chemistry; of 
whatever is curious, or proper to excite the attention 
of the youthful mind ; an insight into mechanics is 
desirable, with a touch of statistics; the quality of 
soils, &c. botany, the constitution of his country, 
cum multis aliis, You may get a notion of some 
part of his expected duties by consulting the famous . 
Tractate on Education addressed to Mr. Hartlib. 

_ All these things—these, or the desire of them— 
he is expected to instil, not by set lessons from pro- 
fessors, which he may charge in the bill, but at 
school-intervals, as he walks the streets, or saunters 
through green fields (those natural instructors), with 
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his pupils. The Jeast part ofi what 3s.expected from 
him, is to be done in'school-hours.:: He «must: in- 
sinuate knowledge. at the melita tempora findi. He 
must seize every: ocedsion—the season of the year— 
the time of the day—a passing cdoud.—a rainbow++ 
a waggon of hay—a regiment of soldiers gamg:by—+ 
to inculcate something useful... He ‘can: receive no 
pleasure from a casual glimpse. of. Nature, but shust 
catch ‘at-3t as an object. of: instruction., He must i, 
terpret beauty. into the picturesque.'; He, cannot 
relish a bepgan-man, or. a, gipsy, for thinking of the 
suitable improvement.': Nothing comes to, hitny net 
spoiled: by the sophisticating: medium. of moral uses 
The Universe+-that Great Book,,as.it¢ has: been 
called—is to him ‘indeed, to all intents.and pyrpases; 
a book, out of which he is doomed to read, tedigus 
homilies to distasting schoolboys. Vacatagms. them, 
selves are none: to him, he is only rather {worse off 
than before;: for commonly he has some} mtrusivé 
upper-boy fastened upon him at such times;,.qome 
cadet of a great family; some neglected Jump ef no- 
bility; or gentry; that he must drag after him,te-the 
play; to the Panorama, to Mr. Bartley’s Onrety; 
to the Panopticon, or into the country, ta:a friend’g 

house, or -his faxqunte eee i Whereven 
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he goes; this-uneasy shadow attends him. A: ‘boy is 
at: his board, andi i! his-path,: and: in-all his move 
ments. « He whoy-rid, sick of perpetual boy. .: -- 

-- Boys dre‘ capital fellows in:their own way, among 
their inates; but they-are unwholesome companions 
for grown people. ‘The restraint is felt no lesson 
the oneside; thaty on the other. —Even a child, that 
§* plaything: for 4n'hour,” tires always. 'The:noises 
of. children playing ‘their: own fancies—as I ‘now 
hearken t6 them: by 'fits,. sporting on the green be: 
fore'my'winddw;' while I am engaged in these grave 
spéculatioris at my neat’ suburban retreat:at Shackle- 
well_uby' distati¢ce'made more sweet—intexpressibly 
take froth the labour of my task. - It is like writing 
to’ mtitsic. ‘They seem to modulate my periods. 
They ‘ought ‘at ‘least to do so—for in the voice of 
that’ ‘tender aye there is a kind of poetry, far unlike 
the ‘Harsh prose-aecents of ‘man’s conversation.— 
¥ should but spoil their sport, and diminish my own 
sytnpathy for them; by mingling in their pastime. 

-OT would ‘hot ‘be domesticated all my days withia 
person‘ uf very ‘sixperior capacity to my’ own—not, if 
IvknoW myself at all, from any corisiddrations of 
jealousy ‘or self-companison, for the occasional com- 
mumiow with sach minds has constituted the fortune 
and felicity of my life—but the habit of too constant 
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intercourse with spirits above you, instead of raising 
you, keeps you down. Too frequent doses of ori- 
ginal thinking from others, restrain what lesser por- 
tion: of that faculty you may possess of your own. 
You. get entangled in another man’s mind, even as 
you lose yourself in another man’s grounds. You 
are walking with a tall varlet, whose strides out-pace 
yours to lassitude. The constant operation of such 
potent agency would reduce me, I am convinced, to 
imbecility.. You may derive thoughts from others ; 
your way of thinking, the mould in which your 
tlidughts are cast, must be your own. Intellect may 
be imparted, but not each man’s intellectual frame.— 
_-As.tittle as I should. wish to be always thus 
dragged upwards, as little (or rather still less) js it 
desirable to be stunted downwards by your, asso- 
ciates. . The trumpet does not more stun you by its 
loudness, than a whisper teases you by its provoking 
inandibility. — eee 
, Why are we never quite at our ease. in, the pre- 
sence of a schoolmaster ?-—because we are. conscjous 
that he is not quite at his ease inoyrs. He is awk. 
ward, and out of place, in the sogiety of his equals. 
He comes like Gulliver from among his little people, 
and he cannot fit the stature of his understanding ,to 
yours. . He cannot meet you ..on .the square. He 
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wants a point given him, hike an indifferent whist- 
player. He is so used to teaching, that he wants to 
be ‘teaching you. One of these professors, upon 
my complaining that these little sketches of mine 
were any thing but methodical, and that I was une 
able to make them otherwise, kindly offered to in- 
struct me in the method by which young gentlemen 
m his seminary ‘were taught to compose English 
tliemes.—The jests of a schoolmaster are coarse, or 
thin. They do‘not tel] out of school. : He is under 
the restruint of a formal and didactive hypocrisy in 
company, as a clergyman is under a moral one. He 
can 16 'more let his intellect loose m ‘society, than 
the other’can his inclinations. —He is forlorn among 
his vé-evals; his juniors cannot be his friends. 

“ T’take blame to myself,” said a sensible man of 
this proféssion, writing to a friend respecting a youth 
wh6 had quitted his school abruptly, “ that your 
nephew was not more attached to me. But persons 
ih my ‘situation ‘are more to be pitied, than can’ well 
he imagined. "We are surrounded by young, atid, 
éoietuchtly, ardently affectionate hearts; but we 
cat never hope to share an atom of their affections. 
“Tie ‘Fdlation ‘of master and scholar forbids this. 
‘Hots pleasing this must be to you, how I envy your 
jeelings, my friends wil] sometimes say to me, when 
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they see young men, whom I have educated, return 
after some years absence from school, their eyes : 
shimng with pleasure, while they shake hands with 
their old master, bringing a present of game to me, or 
a toy to my wife, and thanking me in the warmest 
terms for my care of their education. A holiday 
is begged for the boys; the house is a scene of 
happiness; I, only, am sad at heart —This fine- 
spirited and warm-hearted youth, who fancies he 
repays his master with gratitude for the care of his 
boyish years—this young man—in the eight long 
years I watched over him with a parent’ S anxiety, 
never could repay me with one look of genuine feel 
ing. He was proud, when I praised; he was sub- 
missive, when I reproved him; but he did never love 
me—and what he now mistakes for gratitude and 
kindness for me, is but the pleasant sensation, which 
all persons feel at revisiting the scene of their boyish y 
hopes and fears; and the seeing on equal 1 terms the 
man they were accustomed to look up to with  re- 
verence. My wife too,” this i interesting correspondent 
goes on to say, “* my once darling Anna, i is the wife 
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of a schoolmaster.— When I married. hher—knowing 
that the wife of a schoolmaster ought to be a busy. 
notable creature, and fearing that my gentle Anna 
woul ill supply the boas of my dear bu istling mother, | 
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just then dead, who never sat still, was in every part 
of the house 1 ina moment, and whom I was obliged 
sometimes to threaten to fasten down in a chair, to 
save her from fatiguing herself to death—I expressed. 
my fears, that I was bringing her into a way of life 
unsuitable to her; and she, who loved me tenderly, 
promised for my sake to exert herself to perform 
the duties of her new situation. She promised, and 


she has kept her’ word. What wonders will not a 
1 


woman’ s love perform ?—My house is managed 
with a ‘propriety and decorum, unknown in, other 


achioole: ; my boys are well fed, look healthy, and - 


on ra | 


have every proper accommodation ; ‘and all this per- 
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formed with a ‘careful economy, ‘that 1 never descends 
to meanness. | “But I have lost my gentle, helpless 
Anna! When we sit down to enjoy an hour of 
repose ; after the fatigue of the day, Tam compelled 
to listen to what have been her useful (and. they are 


. | eae 


really, useful) employments through the day, and 
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erat she proposes | for her to-morrow’ s task. Her 
TACe tee 


heart and her features are changed by the duties of 


IVE “yet al See | 

her situa ation. Lo the boys, she never appears other 
sat Art td boos ;' i 

than the master's wi vife, 2 and she looks up to me as 
vetyet §; : eo 


the boys? master ; ; to whom all show of love and 


rghes 


affection would be highly i improper, and unbecoming 


doyte! (3 Le aoe 


the dignity of hee situation and mine. Yet this my 
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gratitude forbids me to hint to her. For my sake 
she submitted to be this altered creature, and can I 
reproach her for it?”—For the communication of 
this letter, I am indebted to my cousin Bridget. 
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VALENTINE’S DAY. 


Hart to thy returning festival, old Bishop Valen- 
tine ! Great is thy name in the rubric, thou venera- 
ble Arch-flamen of Hymen ! Immortal Go-between! 
who and what manner of person art thou? Art thou 
but a name, typifying the restless principle which im- 
pels poor humans toseek perfection in union? or wert 
thou indeed a mortal prelate, with thy tippet and thy 
rochet, thy apron on, and decent lawn sleeves? My- 
sterious personage ! like unto thee, assuredly, there 
is no other mitred father in the calendar; not Je- 
rome, nor Ambrose, nor Cyril; nor the consigner of 
undipt infants to eternal torments, Austin, whom all 
mothers hate; nor he who hated all mothers, Ori- 
gen; nor Bishop Bull, nor Archbishop Parker, nor 
Whitgift. ‘Thou comest attended with thousands 
and ten thousands of little Loves, and the air is 


Brush’d with the hiss of rustling wings. 


-~ 
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Singing Cupids are thy choristers and thy precentors; 
and instead of the crosier, the mystical arrow is borne 
before thee. 

In other words, this is the day on which those 
charming little missives, ycleped Valentines, cross 
and intercross each other at every street and turn- 
ing. The weary and all for-spent twopenny post- 
man sinks beneath a load of delicate embarrassments, 
not his own. It is scarcely credible to what an ex- 
tent this ephemeral courtship is carried’ on in this 
loving town, to the great enrichment of porters, and 
detriment of knockers and bell-wires. In these little 
visual interpretations, no emblem is so common 
as the heart,—that little three-cornered exponent 
of all our hopes and fears, —the bestuck and bleed- 
ing heart; it is twisted and tortured into more alle- 
gories and affectations than an opera hat. What 
authority we have in history or mythology for 
placing the head-quarters and metropolis of God 
Cupid in this anatomical seat rather than in any 
other, is not very clear; but we have got it, and it 
will serve as well as any other. Else we might 
easily imagine, upon some other system which might 
have prevailed for any thing which our pathology 
knows to the contrary, a lover addressing his mis- 
" tress, in perfect simplicity of feeling, ““ Madam, my 
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liver and fortune are entirely at your disposal ;” 
or putting a delicate question, ‘‘ Amanda, have you 
a midriff to bestow?” But custom has settled these 
things, and awarded the seat of sentiment to the 
aforesaid triangle, while its less fortunate neighbours 
wait at animal and anatomical distance. 

Not many sounds in life, and I include all urban 
and all rural.sounds, exceed in interest a knock at 
the door. It “gives a very echo to the throne where 
Hope is seated.” But its. issues seldom answer to 
this oracle within. It is so seldom that just the 
person we want to see comes. But of all the cla- 
morous visitations the welcomest in expectation is the 
sound that ushers in, or seems to usher in, a Valen- 
tine. As the raven himself was hoarse that an- 
nounced the fatal entrance of Duncan, so the knock 
of the postman on this day is light, airy, confident, 
and befitting one that bringeth good tidings. It is 
less, mechanical than on other days; you will say, 
‘‘ That is not the post, I am sure.” Visions of 
Love, of Cupids, of Hymens !—delightful eternal 
common-places, which “ having been will always 
be ;” which no school-boy nor school-man can write 
away ; having your irreversible throne in the fancy 
and affections--what are your transports, when 
the happy maiden, opening with careful finger, 

K 
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careful not to break the emblematic seal, bursts 
upon the sight of some well-designed allegory, some 
type, some youthful fancy, not without verses— 


Lovers all, 
A madrigal, 


or some such device, not over abundant in sense— 
young Love disclaims it,—and not quite silly— 
something between wind and water, a chorus where 
the sheep might almost join the shepherd, .as they 
did, or as I apprehend they did, in Arcadia. 

All Valentines are not foolish; and I shall not 
easily forget thine, my kind fmend (if I may have 
leave to call you so) E. B.—E. B. lived opposite a 
young maiden, whom he had often seen, unseen, 
from his parlour window in C—e-street. She was 
all joyousness and innocence, and just of an age to 
enjoy receiving a Valentine, and just of a temper 
to bear the disappointment of missing one with good 
humour. E. B. is an artist of no common powers ; 
in the fancy parts of designing, perhaps inferior to 
none; his name is known at the bottom of many a 
well executed vignette in the way of his profession, 
but nofurther; for E. B. is modest, and the world 
meets nobody half-way. E. B. meditated how he 


could repay this young maiden for many a favour 
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which she had done him unknown; for when a 
kindly face greets us, though but passing by, and 
never knows us again, nor we it, we should feel it 
as an obligation; and E. B. did. This good artist 
set himself at work to please the damsel. It was 
just before Valentine’s day three years since. He 
wrought, unseen and unsuspected, a wondrous work. 
We need not say it was on the finest pilt paper 
with borders—full, not of common hearts and heart- 
less allegory, but all the prettiest stories of love 
from Ovid, and older poets than Ovid (for E. B. is 
a scholar.) There was Pyramus and Thisbe, and 
besure Dido was not forgot, nor Hero and Leander, 
and swans more than sang in Cayster, with mottos 
and fanciful devices, such as beseemed,—a work in 
short of magic. Ins dipt the woof. This on Va- 
lentine’s eve he commended to the all-swallowing in- 
discriminate orifice—(O ignoble trust !)—of the 
common post; but the humble medium did its 
duty, and from his watchful stand, the next morn- 
ing, he saw the cheerful messenger knock, and by 
and by the precious charge delivered. He saw, un- 
seen, the happy girl unfold the Valentine, dance 
about, clap her hands, as one after one the pretty 
emblems unfolded themselves. She danced about, 
not with light love, or foolish expectations, for she 
K 2 
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had no lover; or, if she had, none she knew that 
could have created those bright images which de- 
lighted her. It was more like some fairy present; a 
God-send, as our familiarly pious ancestors termed 
a benefit received, where the benefactor was un- 
known. It would do her no harm. It would do 
her good for ever after. It is good to love the un- 
known. I only give this as a specimen of E. B. 
and his modest way of doing a concealed kindness. 

Good-morrow to my Valentine, sings poor Ophe- 
lia; and no better wish, but with better auspices, 
we wish to all faithful lovers, who are not too wise 
to despise old legends, but are content to rank 
themselves humble diocesans of old Bishop Valen- 
tine, and his true church. 


IMPERFECT SYMPATHIES. 


Ee 


IT am of a constitution so general, that it consorts and sympathizeth 
with all things, I have no antipathy, or rather idiosyncracy in any 
thing. Those national repugnancies do not touch me, nor do I be- 
hold with prejudice the French, Italian, Spaniard, or Dutch.— Religio 
Medici. 


Tuat the author of the Religio Medici, mounted 
upon the airy stilts of abstraction, conversant about 
notional and conjectural essences; in whose cate- 
gories of Being the possible took the upper hand of 
the actual ; should have overlooked the impertinent 
individualities of such poor concretions as mankind, 
is not much to be admired. It is rather to be won- 
dered at, that in the genus of animals he should 
have condescended to distinguish that species at all. 
For myself—earth-bound and fettered to the scene 
of my activities,— 


Standing on earth, not rapt above the sky, 
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I confess that I do feel the differences of mankind, 
national or individual, to an unhealthy excess. I 
can look with no indifferent eye upon things or per- 
sons. Whatever is, is to me a matter of taste or 
distaste; or when once it becomes indifferent, it 
begins to be disrelishing. I am, in plainer words, 
a bundle of prejudices—made up of likings and dis- 
likings—the veriest thrall to sympathies, apathies, 
antipathies. In a certain sense, I hope it may be 
said of me that I am a lover of my species. I can 
feel for alt indifferently, but I cannot feel towards 
all equally.’'The more purely-English word that 
expresses sympathy will better explain my meaning. 
I can be a friend to a worthy man, who upon 
another accoutit cannot. be my mate or aaa I 
cannot /zke all people alike *. 7 


* I would be understood as confining myself to the subject of im- 
perfect sympathies. To nations or classes of men thete can be no 
direct antipathy. There may be individuals born and: coastellated s0 
opposite to another individual nature, that the same. sphere cannot 
hold them. J haye met with my moral antipodes, and can believe 
the story of two, persops meeting (who never saw one another before 
in their lives) and instantly fighting. AW sites. 2 

( oontnintoe We by proof find there should be See ae ee 
*T wixt man and man such an antipathy, FG 
That theugh he.can show no just reason why 
For any former wrong or injury, 
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I have been trying all my life to like Scotchmen, 
and am obliged to desist from the experiment in 
despair. They cannot like me—and in truth, I 
never knew one of that nation who attempted to do 
it. There is something more plain and ingenuous 
in their mode of proceeding. We know one another 
at first sight. There is an order of imperfect intel- 
lects (under which mine.must be content to rank) 
which in its constitution is essentially anti-Cale- 
donian. The owners of the sort of faculties I allude 
to, have minds rather suggestive than comprehensive. 
They have no pretences to much clearness or pre- 
cision in their ideas, or in their manner of expressing 
them. Their intellectual wardrobe (to confess fairly) 
has few whole pieces in it. They are content with 
fragments and scattered pieces of Truth. She pre- 
sents no full front to them—a feature or side-face at 


Can neither find a blemish in his fame, 
Nor aught in face or feature justly blame, 
.. Can challenge or accuse him of no evil, 
. Yet notwithstanding hates him as a devil. 
The lines are from old Heywood’s ‘‘ Hierarchie of Angels,” and he 
subjoins a curious story in confirmation, of a Spaniard who attempted 
to assassinate a King Ferdinand of Spain, and being put to the rack 
could give no other reason for the deed but an inveterate antipathy 
which he had taken to the first sight of the King. 
The cause which to that act compell’d him 
Was, he ne’er loved him since he first beheld him. 
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the most. Hints and glimpses, germs and crude essays 
at a system, is the utmost they pretend to. ‘They 
beat up a little game peradventure—and leave it to 
knottier heads, more robust constitutions, to run it 
down. The light that lights them is not steady 
and polar, but mutable and shifting : waxing, and 
again waning. Their conversation is accordingly. 
They will throw out a random word in or out of 
season, and be content to let it pass for what it 1s 
worth. They cannot speak always as if they were 
upon their oath—but must be understood, speaking 
or writing, with some abatement. They seldom 
wait to mature a proposition, but e’en bring it to 
market in the green ear. They delight to impart 
their defective discoveries as they arise, without 
waiting for their full developement. They are no 
systematizers, and would but err more by attempt- 
ing it. Their minds, as I said before, are suggestive 
merely. The brain of a true Caledonian (if I am 
not mistaken) is constituted upon quite a different 
plan. His Minerva is born in panoply. You are 
never admitted to see his ideas in their growth—if, 
indeed, they do grow, and are not rather put together 
upon principles of clock-work. You never catch 
his mind in an undress. He never hints or suggests 


any thing, but unlades his stock of ideas in perfect 
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order and completeness. He brings his total wealth 
into company, and gravely unpacks it. His mches 
are always about him. He never stoops to catch a 
glittering something in your presence, to share it 
with you, before he quite knows whether it be true 
touch or not. You cannot cry halves to any thing 
that he finds. He does not find, but bring. You 
never witness his first apprehension of a thing. His 
understanding is always at its meridian—you never 
see the first dawn, the early streaks —He has no 
falterings of self-suspicion. Surmises, guesses, mis- 
givings, half-intuitions, semi-consciousnesses, par- 
tial illuminations, dim instincts, embryo conceptions, 
have no place in his brain, or vocabulary. The 
twilight of dubiety never falls upon him. Is he or- 
thodox—he has no doubts. Is he an infidel—he 
has none either. Between the affirmative and the 
negative there is no border-land with him. You 
cannot hover with him upon the confines of truth, 
or.wander in the maze of a probable argument. 
He always keeps the path. You.cannot make ex- 
cursions with him—for he sets you right. His taste 
never fluctuates. His morality never abates. He 
cannot compromise, or understand middle actions. 
There can be but a right and a wrong. His con- 
versation is as a book. His affirmations have the 
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sanctity of an oath. You must speak upon the 
square with him. He stops a metaphor like a sus- 
pected person in an enemy’s country. ‘ A healthy 
boak !”—said one of his countrymen to me, who had 
ventured to give that appellation to John Buncle, 
— ‘did I catch rightly what you said? I have 
heard of a man in health, and of a healthy state of 
body, but I do not see how that epithet can be pro- 
perly applied. to a book.” _ Above all, you. must 
beware of indirect expressions before a Caledonian. 
Clap :an,extinguisher upon your, irony, if you, are 
unhappily blest with a vein of it, Remember. you 
are upon your oath, I have a print of a, graceful 
female after Leonardo da Vinci, which, I was show- 
ing off to Mr. **#* After he had examined it 
minutely, I ventured to ask him how he liked my 
BEAUTY (a foolysh name it goes by among my 
friends)—when he very gravely assured me, that 
‘he had considerable respect for my character and 
talents” (so he was pleased to say), “ but had not 
given himself much thought about the degree. of 
my personal pretensions.”.. The misconception staz- 
geted me, but did not seem much to disconcert him. 
—Persons of this: nation are: particularty fond of 
affirming a truth—which nobody doubts, They do 
not so properly. affirm, as anaunciate it. {They do 
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indeed appear to have such a love of truth as if, 
like virtue, it were valuable for itself) that all truth 
becomes equally valuable, whether the proposition 
that contains it be new or old, disputed, or such as is 
impossible to become a subject of disputation. I was 
present not long since at a party of North Britons, 
where a son of Burns was expected ; and happened to 
drop a silly expression (in my South British way), 
that I wished it were the father instead of the son— 
when four of them started up at once to inform me, 
that “that was impossible, because he was dead.” An 
impracticable wish, it seems, was more than they 
could conceive. Swift has hit off this part of their cha- 
racter, namely their love of truth, in his biting way, 
but with an illiberality that necessarily confines the 
passage to the margin *. The tediousness of these 
people is'‘certainly provoking. I wonder if they 
ever tire one another!—In my early life I had a 


* There are some people who think they sufficiently acquit them- 
selves, Sid ‘entertain their company, with relating facts of'no conse- 
quences mgt at all, out of the road of gach commen ingients as hap- 
pen every day ; and this I have observed more frequently among the 
Scots’ thah' any other nation, who are very carefil not to omit the 
minutest, icirenmstances: of;time. or place; which kind of disoutse, if 
it were not.a little relieved by the uncouth terms and phrases, as well 
as accent and gesture peculiar to that country, would be hardly to- 
lerable.— Hints towards an Essay on Conversation, : 
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passionate fondness for the poetry of Burns. I 
have sometimes foolishly hoped to ingratiate myself 
with his countrymen by expressing it. But I have 
always found that a true Scot resents your admira- 
tion of his compatriot, even more than he would 
your contempt of him. The latter he imputes to 
your “imperfect acquaintance with many of the 
words which he uses ;” and the same objection makes 
it a presumption in you to suppose that you can 
admire him.—Thomson they seem to have forgotten. 
Smollett they have neither forgotten nor forgiven 
for his delineation of Rory and his companion, upon 
their first introduction to our metropolis—Speak of 
Smollett as a great genius, and they will retort upon 
you Hume’s History compared with Ais Continua- 
tion of it. What if the historian had continued 
Humphrey Clinker ? 

I have, in the abstract, no disrespect for Jews. 
They are a piece of stubborn antiquity, compared 
with which Stonehenge is in its nonage. They date 
beyond the pyramids. But I should not care to be 
in habits of familiar intercourse with any of that 
nation. I confess that I have not the nerves to 
enter their synagogues. Old prejudices cling about 
me. I cannot shake off the story of Hugh of Lin- 
coln. Centuries of injury, contempt, and hate, on 
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the one side,—of cloaked revenge, dissimulation, 
and hate, on the other, between our and their 
fathers, must, and ought, to affect the blood of the 
children. I cannot believe it can run clear and 
kindly yet; or that a few fine words, such as can- 
dour, liberality, the light of a nineteenth century, 
can close up the breaches of so deadly a disunion. 
A Hebrew is nowhere congenial to me. He is least 
distasteful on ’"Change—for the mercantile spirit 
levels all distinctions, as all are beauties in the dark. 
I boldly confess that I do not relish the approxi- 
mation of Jew and Christian, which has become so 
fashionable. ‘The reciprocal endearments have, to 
me, something hypocritical and unnatural in them. 
I do not like to see the Church and Synagogue 
kissing and congeeing in awkward postures of an 
affected civility. If they are converted, why do 
they not come over to us altogether? Why keep 
up a form of separation, when the life of it 1s fled ? 
If they can sit with us at table, why do they keck at 
our cookery? I do not understand these half con- 
vertites. Jews christianizing—Chmistians judaizing 
—puzzle me. _I like fish or flesh. A moderate 
Jew is a more confounding piece of anomaly than a 
wet Quaker. .The spirit of the synagogue is es- 


would have been more 


sentially separative. B 
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in keeping if he had abided by the faith of his fore- 
fathers. There is a fine scorn in his face, which 
nature meant to be of Christians. The He- 
brew spirit is strong in him, in spite of his prose- 
lytism. He cannot conquer the Shibboleth. How it 
breaks out, when he sings, ** The Children of Israel 
passed through the Red Sea!” The auditors, for 
the moment, are as Egyptians to him, and he rides 


over our necks in triumph. There is no mistaking 
him.—B-———: has a strong expression of sense in 
his countenance, and it is confirmed by his singing. 
The foundation of his vocal excellence is sense. He 
sings with understanding, as Kemble delivered dia- 
logue. He would sing the Commandments, and 
give an appropriate character to each prohibition. 
His nation, in general, have not over-sensible-coun- 
tenances. How should they ?—but you seldom see 
a silly expression among them. Gain, and the pur- 
suit of gain, sharpen a man’s visage. I never heard 
of an idiot being born among them.—Some admire 
the Jewish female-physiognomy. I admire it—but 
with trembling. Jael had those full dark inscrutable 
eyes. 

In the Negro countenance you will often meet 
with strong traits of benignity. I have felt yearn- 


ings of tenderness towards some of these faces—or 
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rather masks—that have looked out kindly upon 
one in casual encounters in the streets and highways. 
I love what Fuller beautifully calls—these “ images 
of God cut in ebony.” But I should not like to 
associate with them, to share my meals ‘and my 
good-nights with them—because they are black. 

I love Quaker ways, and Quaker worship. I 
venerate the Quaker principles. It does me good 
for the rest of the day when I meet any of their 
people in my path. When I am ruffled or disturbed 
by any occurrence, the sight, or quiet voice of a 
Quaker, acts upon me as a ventilator, lightening the 
air, and taking off a load from the bosom. But I 
cannot like the Quakers (as Desdemona would say) 
“ to live with them.” I am all over sophisticated— 
with humours, fancies, craving hourly sympathy. 
I must have books, pictures, theatres, chit-chat, 
scandal, jokes, ambiguities, and a thousand whim- 
whams, which their simpler taste can do without. 
I should starve at their primitive banquet. My 
appetites are too high for the salads which (accord- 
ing to Evelyn) Eve dressed for the angel, my gusto 
too excited | 


To sit a guest with Daniel at his pulse. 


The indirect answers which Quakers are often 
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found to return to a question put to them may be 
explained, I think, without the vulgar assumption, 
that they are more given to evasion and equivo- 
cating than other people. They naturally look to 
their words more carefully, and are more cautious 
of committing themselves. They have a peculiar 
character to keep up on this head. hey stand in 
a manner upon their veracity. A Quaker is by law 
exempted from taking an oath. The custom of re- 
sorting to an oath in extreme cases, sanctified as it 
is by all religious antiquity, is apt (it must be con- 
fessed) to introduce into the laxer sort of minds the 
notion of two kinds of truth—the one applicable to 
the solemn affairs of justice, and the other to the 
common proceedings of daily intercourse. As truth. 
bound upon the conscience by an oath can be but 
truth, so in the common affirmations of the shop and 
the market-place a latitude is expected, and con- 
ceded upon questions wanting this solemn covenant. 

Something less than truth satisfies. It is common 
to hear a person say, “‘ You do not expect me to 
speak as if I were upon my oath.” Hence a great 
deal of incorrectness and inadvertency, short of 
falsehood, creeps into ordinary conversation ; and a 
kind of secondary or laic-truth is tolerated, where 
clergy-truth—oath-truth, by the nature ‘of thé cir- 
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cumstances, is not required. A Quaker knows none 
of this distinction. His simple affirmation bemg 
received, upon the most sacred occasions, without 
any further test, stamps a value upon the words 
which he is to use upon the most indifferent topics 
of life. He looks to them, naturally, with more 
severity. You can have of him no more than his 
word. He knows, if he is caught tripping in a 
casual expression, he forfeits, for himself, at least, 
his claim to the invidious exemption. He knows 
that his syllables are weighed—and how tar a 
-consciousness of this particular watchfulness, ex- 
erted against a person, has a tendency to produce 
indirect answers, and a diverting of the question 
by honest means, might be illustrated, and the 
practice justified, by a more sacred example than 
is proper to be adduced upon this occasion. The 
admirable presence of mind, which is notorious 
in Quakers upon all contingencies, might be traced 
to this imposed self-watchfulness—if it did not seem 
rather an humble and secular scion of that old 
stock of religious constancy, which never bent or 
faltered, in the Primitive Friends, or gave way 
to the winds of persecution, to the violence of judge 
or accuser, under trials and racking examinations. 
“ You will never be the wiser, if I sit here answer- 
L 
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ing your questions till midnight,” said one of thase 
upright Justicers to Penn, who had been. putting 
law-cases .with,a puzzling subtlety. ‘ Thereafter 
as the answers may be,” retorted the Quaker. The 
astonishing composure of this people is sometimes 
ludicrously displayed in lighter instances.-—I wag trae 
velling in a stage-coach with. three. male Quakers, 
buttoned: up in the straitest non-conformity of their, 
sect. We stopped to hait.at, Andovery where a 
meal, partly tea apparatus, .partly.supper, mes set 
before us. My. friends: confined .themselvgs.to the, 
tea-table,- I in. my. way took aupper.;,..-Weheny. the. 
landlady brought in the bill, the-eldestiaf my..cemr 
panions discovered that. she © bast a ath 
mao and pee ee mild Sosa Were 
used on the part of the Quakers, for which.the, 
heated mind of the good lady seemed by no meapa 
a fit recipient. -The guard came in with his usual 
peremptory notice.. The Quakers.pulled out their 
money, and formally tendered it—so. much for tea 
—I, in humble imitation, tendering mine—for the 
supper which I had taken. She would not.relax in 
her demand. So they all three quietly put up their 
silver, as did myself, and marched out of the room, 
the eldest and gravest going first, with myself 
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closing up the rear, who thought I could not do 
better than follow the example of such grave and 
warrantable personages. We got in. The steps 
went up. The coach drove off. The murmurs of 
mine hostess, not very indistinctly or ambiguously 
pronounced, became after a time inaudible—and 
now my conscience, which the whimsical scene had 
for a ‘while: suspended, beginning to give some 
twitches, I waited, in the hope that some justifica- 
tion would be offered by these serious persons for 
thé’ seemifig ‘injestice of their conduct. To my 
great’ 'siirprise, nit'a syllable was dropped on ve 
subject,‘ ‘They’ date as mute as at a meeting. 

length'the eldest of them broke silence, by Coe 
of ‘His Wek neighbour, “ Hast thee heard how in- 
dipos Bbat the India House?” and ‘the question 
operated 'as 4 soporific « on my moral vans as far as 
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WE are too hasty when we set down our ancestors 
in the gross for fools, for the monstrous inconsisten- 
cies (as they seem to us) involved i in their creed of 
witchcraft. In the relations of this visible world we 
find them to have been as rational, and shrewd to 
detect an historic anomaly, as ourselves, But.when 


poh ae ba ye 


once the invisible world was supposed to o be opened, 
and the lawless agency of bad spirits assumed, what 


measures of probability, of decency, of fines . or 
proportion—of that which distinguishes t ed i kely 
from the palpable absurd—could they have to guide 

them in the rejection or admission of any particular 
testimony ?>—That maidens pined away, wasting | in- 


}oos 4 


wardly as their waxen images consumed hhefore a 
fire—that corn was lodged, and cattle lamed—that 
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whirlwinds uptore in diabolic revelry the oaks of the 
forest—or that spits and kettles only danced a fear- 
ful-innocent vagary about some rustic’s kitchen 
when no wind was stirring—were all equally pro- 
bable where no law of agency was understood. 
That the prince of the powers-of darkness, passing 
by the flower and pomp of the earth, should lay pre- 
posterous : siege to the weak fantasy of indigent eld— 
has neither likelihood nor unlikelihood @ prior: to 
us, who have no measure to guess at his policy, or 
standard to estimate what rate those anile souls 
may fetch in the devil’s market. Nor, when the 
wicked are expressly symbolized by a goat, was it 
to be wondered at so much, that he should come 
sometimes in that body, and assert his metaphor.— 
That the 3 intercourse was opened at all between both 
worlds ¥ was perhaps the mistake—but that once as- 
eumncd, I see no reason for disbelieving one attested 
story of this nature more than another on the score 
of absurdity. ‘There i is no law to judge of the law- 
less, or canon by, which a dream may be criticised. 
“T fave sometimes thought that 7 could not have 
could not ‘have slept in a village where one of those 
reputed hags dwelt. Our ancestors were bolder or 
more obtuse. ‘Amidst the universal belief that these 
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wretches were in league with the author of all evil, 
holding hel} tributary to their mutterinz, 16 simple 
Justice of the Peace seems to have sctupled-isstiing, 
or silly: Headborough serving, a watrant wpon them 
—as if they should: subpoena Satan'!—4Prospero m 
his boat, with his books and.wand about hin, suf- 
fers hiniself to be conveyed ‘away at: the mercy of 
his enemies to an unknown island. He might have 
raised a storm or two, we think, onthe ‘passage. 
His acquiescence is in exact analogy’ to: the ndn-tre- 
sistance of witches to the constituted powers: W hat 
stops the Fiend in Spenser from ‘tearing Gulyon te 
pieces—or who had- made it. & condition:of his prey, 
that Guyon' must take assay ofthe glorious: -baitia 
we have 'no guess. -We do not aa laws: df 
that country.) ©: | Salli fades © 
From my childhood Twas sila arqquiaitive 
about witches and witch-storves.!.: My dsaid,. 1, and 
more legendary aunt, supplied wie with good stare. 
But I shall: mention the accident which! dinected/ my 
curiosity originally into this ohanhek. 'Inupydathdifs 
book-closet, the History of thé Bible, by: Stackhouse, 
occupied a distinguished station: ‘Phe 'pietisves math 
which it abounds—one of the ark, 'in particular, and 
another of Solomon’s temple, delineatdd with ail ‘the 
fidelity of ocular admeasurement, as if the artist! hed 
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been upon,the spot — attracted my childish attention. 
There was.a picture, too, of the-Witch raising up 
Samuel,: which J wish that.I had. never:seen... We 
shall come to. that. hereafter. Stackhopse. is in 
two..hyuge, tomes-—rand there was.a pleasure .in_re- 
moving folios.of that magnitude, which, with infinite 
straining, was as:mauch as I.could manage, from the 
situetion: which they occupied upon an; upper shelf. 
I have not mat. with:the work from that time to this, 
but, J remember,it conssted of: Old Testament sto- 
ries/ orderly.set down, with. the objeréion appended 
to each: stony,-end the solution of the: gbjeptipn regu- 
larly, tacked to thet. The objection was a summary 
of whateverdifficulties had: been opposed. tothe cre- 
dibility of the history,. by the shrewdness, of ancient 
or modern infidelity, drawn up with an almost com- 
plimentary exoeas:of.candour. , The solution was 
baief,modest;‘and satisfactory, The bane and an- 
tidete hwere both before you. Te doubts so put, 
and) 20 .qudshed,: thexe:seemed.to be an.end for ever. 
‘Bhd: dragon ilay..dead, for the. foot-of-the veriest 
babestd-trample on:{ But—like as was rather feared 
¢han -nealised fiom that slain monster in Spenser— 
from xtlie:-womp of these'crushed errors young dra- 
pintis «ould. exeepy. exceeding the. prowess of so 
tender a Saint! George as myself to vanquish. The 


152 WITCHES, AND OTHER NIGHT-FEARS. 


habit of expecting objections to évery passage, set 
me upon starting more objections, ‘for the glory of 
finding ‘a ‘solution ‘of my own for them:''"I-became 
staggered and perplexed, a sceptic in long’ ‘coats. 
The pretty Bible stories which I had read, 'or heard 
read in church, lost their purity and sincerity of im- 
pression, and were turned into so many histori or 
chronologic theses to be defended agairist’ whatever 
impugners. I was not to disbelieve them, but—the 
next thing’ to that—I was to be quite suré that some 
one or other would or had disbeliéved’ them. Next 
to making 2 a child an infidel, is the letting! him know 
that there are infidels at all.’ Credulity - thé man’s 
weakness, but the child’s strenoth: Oe how iigly 
sound scriptural doubts from the ‘mouth of ‘4! babe 
and a suckling !_T should have lost “iiiyself in‘ these 
mazes, and have -pined | away, I think, ‘with Such 
unfit sustenance as these husks alPraed, but for a 
fortunate piece of ill-fortune, which ‘about ‘this time 
befel' me. Turning over the pictiire iof the ark with 
too much hhaste, I unhappily’ made!’ breach in its 
ingenious fabric—driving ry ‘iticonsiddtite” fingers 
right through ' the’ two larger quadrupedst_ahe ele- 
phant, and the camel—that state (46 Well {hey might) 
out ofthe two’ last’ windows 1iext tHe! Stetraise in 
that unique piéde of naval architectute. Statkhouse 
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was henceforth locked up, and became an interdicted 
treasure. With the book, the objections and solu- 
tions, gradually cleared out of my head, and have 
seldom returned since in any force to trouble me.— 
But there was.one impression which I had imbibed 
from Stackhouse, which no lock or bar could shut 
out,.and.; which was destined to try my childish 
nerves tather.more seriously.—That detestable pic- 
ture bi) ie cf: | 
I wag, dreadfully alive to nervous terrors. The 
night-time sglitude, . and the dark, were my hell. 
The sufferings | J endured in this nature would j jus- 
tify the expression. . I never laid my head on my 
Plow, J suppose, from the fourth to the seventh or 
eighth year of my life—so far as memory serves in 
things $0 long ago—without an assurance, which 
realized, its.own prophecy, of seeing some frightful 
spectre; Be old Stackhouse then acquitted in part, 
if I say, that to his picture of the Witch raising up 
Sampel—Q that old man covered with a mantle !) 
_E awe-rnat my, midnight terrors, the hell of my in- 
fancy—pbut the.shape and manner of their visitation. 
J, was he: who dressed up for me a hag that nightly 
sate.apon my pillow—a sure bed-fellow, when my 
‘aunt.or wy, maid was far from me. All day long, 
while the book was permitted me, I dreamed waking 
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over his delineation, and at night (if I may use so 
bold an n expression) awoke into sleep, and found the 
vision true. T durst 1 not, even in the day-light, once 
enter’ the chamber where I slept, without my | face 
turnéd to the’ window, aversely from the bed where 
my witch-ridden pillow was.—Parents do not know 
what ‘they do when they leave tender babe alone to 
go to ‘sleep i in the dark. The feeling about fo for a 
friendly arm—the hoping for a familiar voice— 
when they wake screaming — and find none to soothe 
them—what' a terrible shaking it is to their D00r 
nerves! The keeping them up til] midnight, through 
candle-light and the unwholesome hours, : as they are 


ees 


called, .—would, I am satisfied, in a medical ‘point of 
view, prove the better caution. —That ‘detestable 
picture, as J have said, gave the fashion to my 
dreams—if dreams they were—for the s scene of t them 
was Jnvariably the room in which I lay. Ee. I 
never met with the picture, the fears would aye 
come iad le im some ee or r other— 


Headles bear,. black fi ae 


but, a9. it wag, my Imaginations took, that fomm..—It 

is Not. book, or, picture, or, the, staries af faglish, ser, 
vants,, which create these, terngna in children, They 
cant at, opt but.gine:themy,p, dixection,,,,. Dear Jityle 
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T.H. who of all children has been brought up with 
the most scrupulous exclusion of every taint of .su- 
perstition—who was never allowed to hear of goblin 


bia gf 


or apparition, or scarcely to be told of pad Men, or 
to read or hear of any distressing story—finds. all 
this world | of fear, from which he has been so rigidly 


exelnded ab extra, in his awn thick-coming fan- 
i it : 


cies ;” and from his. little midnight pillow, this 


d9%) 


nyrse-child 0 of optimism will start at shapes, ‘unbor- 
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the ‘archetypes are in us, vand eternal. ‘How else 
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—— Names, whose sense we see not, 
Fray:us-with things that be not?, 


th-it'Chut Wwe! niterralty ‘conceive ‘terror ‘from: such 
otifecté! ebhdideréd ‘in their capacity‘ of being” able 
do Llticd tipo us! Budily' injenry 20, Teast of ‘all! 
Thésd ‘ttrors are” dider ‘standirig.' They’: date 
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beyond body--or, without: the body, they would 
have -been. the same. - All the cruel, tormenting, 
defined devilsin. Dante—tearitig, mangling , choking, 
stifling, Scorching ‘demons—are they one ‘half so 
fearful to the spirit-of a man,‘as the simple ‘idea of 


a spirit unembodied. fellowing. hima fee 
‘Like oie that on a lonesome road 2 ais a 
na Doth' walk in fear and dread, ’ . od + 
1 Abdi having once turn’d round, walks en, 9)’ i 
,, 4nd turns no more his head ; 
Becauss he knows a frightful fiend | _ 
~ Doth close behind him tread ©. : ek aban Lea's 


Oe Laieratcane® 4 nual 


That the kind of fae here treated, of 3 is. purely 
spiri itual—that it is strong in proportion as it, is ab- 
jectless. 2 eas earth—that it predominates ,in_ the 
period o° sinless infancy—are difficulties, the solu- 
tion of which might afford some probable insight 
into our ante- mundane condition, _ and..4.. peep, at 
least i into the shadow-land of pre-existence. ees een 

‘My night-fancies have long ceased, to be afflictiye, 
I confess an occasional night-mare; but, Ido, BPhy AG 
in early youth, keep a stud of them, ;,, Fiendish 
faces, with the extinguished taper, will come and 
look at me;-but I know then for: imockeries, even 


while I cannot ¢lyde their presence, and I fight.and 


* Mr. Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner. 
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grapple with them. For the credit of my imagina- 
tion, I am almost ashamed: to say how tame and 
prosaic my dreams are grown. They are never ro- 
mantic, seldom even rural. They are of :architec- 
ture and of buildings—cities abroad,-whieh I have 
never seen, and hardly have hope to see. I have 
traversed, for the. seeming length of a natural day, 
Rome, Amsterdam, Paris, Lisbon—their churches, 
palaces, squares, market-places, shops, suburbs, 
ruins, with an inexpressible sense of delight—a map- 
like distinctness of trace—and a day-light vividness 
of vision, that was all but being awake.—I have 
formerly travelled among the Westmoreland fells— 
my highest Alps,—but they are objects too mighty 
for the grasp of my dreaming recognition ; and I 
have again and’ again awoke with ineffectual strug- 
gles of the inner’ eye, to make out a shape in any 
way ‘whatever, of Helvellyn. Methought I was in 
that‘cduntry, but the mountains were gone. The 
poverty of my dreams mortifies me. “There 18 
Coléridge,‘at his will can conjure up icy domes, and 
pleasitré-hdouses fot Kubla Khan, ‘and Abyssinian 
malds.'and songs of ee and caverns, « _ 
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wane ges 


to ‘solace ‘His night solitudes—when I cannot muster 


; 
a ® 


158  wITCHES, AND OTHER NIGHT-FEARS. 


a fiddle, . Barry Cornwall has his tritons and his 
nereids gamboling before him in nocturpal. visions, 
and. proclaiming sons born to N eptune—when my 
stretch of imaginative activity can: hardly, in. a 
night season, raise up the ghost, of a fish-wife,. , 
set my failures in somewhat a mortifying: oe 
was after reading the.noble Dream of this poet, that _ 
my faney ran strong upon these marine spectra; and 
the poor plastic power, such as it is, .within, me:set 
to work,.ta humour my folly.in a sort. of: dream, that . 
very night. Methought I was. upon the ocean, bil-. 
lows at some sea nuptials, riding and mounted high, 
with the customary train sounding their conchs be- 
fore me, (I myself, you may be sure, the deading 
god,) and jollily we went careering over the main, 
till just where Ino Leucothea should have greeted 
me (I think it was Ino) with a white embrace, the 
billows gradually subsiding, fell from a sea-rough- 
ness to a sea-calm, and thence to a river-motion, 
and that river (as happens in the familiarization of 
dreams) was no other than the gentle Thames, which 
landed me, in the wafture of a placid wave or two, 
alone, safe and inglorious, somewhere at the foot of 
Lambeth palace. 

The degree of the soul’s creativeness in sleep 
might furnish no whimsical criterion of the quantum 
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of poetical faculty resident in the sarhe’ soul waking. 


An old’ gentleman, a friend ‘of mine, atid a “hu- | 


morist, “used to carry this notion so Tar, that when 


he saw any stripling of his acquaintance ambitious 


of becoming a poet, his first question would be,—= 


“ Youhg: man,’ what sort of dreams have you?” I° 


have'sd much faith’in miy old ‘friend's thedry, that ” 


when I feel that idfe vein returning upon me; I pre | 


sently subside’ into my: proper element of | prose, re. 
membeting’: those. eluding nereids, a and that 1 inail-” 
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MY RELATIONS. 


I am arrived at that point of life, at which a man 
may account it a blessing, as it is a singularity, if 
he have either of his parents surviving. I have not — 
that felicity—and sometimes think feelingly of a 
passage in Browne’s Christian Morals, where he 
speaks of a man that hath lived sixty or seventy 
years in the world. ‘“‘ In such a compass of time,” 
he says, “a man may have a close apprehension 
what it is to be forgotten, when he hath lived to find 
none who could remember his father, or scarcely the 
friends of his youth, and may sensibly see with what 
a face in no long time OBLIVION will look upon him- 
self.” : 

I had an aunt, a dear and good qne. She was 
one whom single blessedness had soured to the world. 
She often used to say, that I was the only thing in 
it which she loved; and, when she thought I was 
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quitting it, she grieved over me with mother’s tears. 
A partiality quite so exclusive my reason cannot 
altogether approve. She was from morning till 
night poring over good books, and devotional ex- 
ercises. Her favourite volumes were Thomas a 
Kenipis, in Stanhope’s Translation; and a Roman 
Catholic. Prayer Book, with the matins and com- 
plines regularly set down,—terms which I was at 
that time too young to understand. She persisted 
in reading them, although admonished daily con- 
cerning their Papistical tendency; and went to 
church every Sabbath, as a good Protestant should 
do. These were the only books she studied ; 
though, I think, at one period of her life, she told 
me, she had read with great satisfaction the Adven- 
tures of an Unfortunate Young Nobleman. Find- 
ing the door of the chapel in Essex-street open one 
day—it was in the infancy of that heresy—she went 
in, liked the sermon, and the manner of worship, 
and. frequented it at intervals for some time after. 
She came not for doctrinal points, and never missed 
them. With some little asperities in her constitu- 
. tion, which Thave above hinted at, she was a stead- 
fast, friendly being, and a fine old Christian. She 
“was a woman of strong sense, and a shrewd mind— 
extraordinary at a repartee; one of the few occasicns 
M 
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of her breaking silence—else she did not much value 
wit. The only secular employment I remember to 
have seen her engaged im, was, the splitting. of 
French beans, and dropping them into a China 
basin of fair water. The odour of those tender 
vegetables to this day comes back upon my sense,, 
redolent of soothing recollections. Certainly it, is 
the most delicate of culinary operations. 


ibe Eke a 


Male aunts, as somebody calls them, I had none 
—to rememaber. By the uncle’s side I may t be said | 
to have been born an orphan. Brother, or sister, 1 | 
never had any—to know them. A sister, 1 think, 
that should have been Elizabeth, died i in both our 
infancies. What a comfort, or what a care, n may, 
I not have missed in her !—But I have cousins, 
sprinkled about in Hertfordshire—besides two, with 


whom I have been all my life in habits of the closest, 
intimacy, and whom I may term cousins par - epocely 
lence. ‘These are James and Bridget Elia, They, 
are older than myself by twelve, and ten, y Pars 5 , 
and neither of them seems disposed, in, pias ig 
advice and guidance, to waive any of the | pre 
gatives which primogeniture confers. ae if a 
continue still in the same mind; and, wh when n they, 


shall be seventy-five, and seventy-three, years old 


VO) 


(I cannot spare them sooner), persist in treating me _ 
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in my prand climacteric precisely a: as a stripling, or 
younger brother! 

James is an inexplicable cousin. Nature hath 
her unities, which not every critic can penetrate ; 
or, if we feel, we cannot explainthem. The pen of 
Yorick, and of none since his, could have drawn 
J. E. entire—those fine Shandian lights and shades, 
which make up his story. I must limp after in my 
poor antithetical manner, as the fates have given me 
grace and talent. J. E.then—to the eye ofa common 
observer at least—seemeth made up of contradictory | 
principles.—The genuine child of impulse, the frigid 
philosopher of prudence—the phlegm of my cousin’s 
doctrine is invariably at war with his temperament, 
which is high sanguine. With always some fire- 
new project in his brain, J. E. is the systematic op- 
ponent of innovation, and crier down of every thing 
that has not stood the test of age and experiment. 
With a hundred fine notions chasing one ‘another 
hourly iti his fancy, he is startled at the least ap- 
proach to the romantic in others; and, determined 
by his’ ov sense in every thing, commends you | to 
the guidance of common sense on 4ll occasions.— 
With a touch of the eccentric in all which he does, 
or says, he is only anxious that you should not com- 
mit yourself by doing any thing absurd or singular. 


M 2 
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On my onee: letting slip. at table, that I was not 
fund of’ 4 certain popular dish, he begged me at any 
rate not:.to say so—for the world would think me 
mad. He disguises a-passionate fondness for: works 
of high art (whereof he hath amassed .a.choice cal- 
lection), under: the pretext of buying ‘only to sell 
again—-that: his enthusiasm may give.no encourage- 
ment ‘to:'yours. Yet, if it were.so, why daes that 
piece‘of:¢ender, pastoral Dominichipo hang, still by 
his wall?+-+is the ball of his sight much, more dear 
to him ?-or what picture-dealer can talk like. hum ? 

Whereas: mankind in general are observed to 
warp their speculative conclusions to the bent, of 
their- individual, humours, his theories are sure to be 
in diametrical opposition to his constitution,. He is 
courageous as Charles of Sweden, upon instinct ; 
chary' of his person, upon principle, as a travelling 
Quaker.—-He has been preaching up to,me, all my 
life, the doctrine of bowing to the great--the. ne- 
cessity of forms, and manner, to.a man’s getting on 
in the world.- He himself never aims at either, that 
I can discover,—and has a spirit, that would, stand 
upright in the presence of the Cham of Tartary. 
‘It 1s pleasant to hear him discourse of patiencex—ex-_ 
tolling. it as the truest wisdom—and to. see him 
during the last seven minutes that his dinner is 
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getting ready. Nature never ran up in her haste a 
more restless piece of workmanship than.when she 
moulded this impetuous’ cousmn--and Art never 
turned out # more elaborate orator than he ean dis- 
play’ htimself:to'be, upon his favourite topic of.the 
advantages of quiet, and contentedness in the. state, 
whatever’ .it.‘be, that ‘we are placed in.. He. is 
triumphunt’on this theme, when he has you safe in 
one of'those short stages that ply for the western 
road; iff # very obstructing manner, dt the: foot. of 
John Murtay’s street—where you get in when it is 
empty; ‘and are expected to wait till the vehide-hath 
completed her just freight—a trying three quarters 
‘of an’ hour'to some people. - He wonders: at your 
‘fidgetiness,—* where could we be better than we are, 
‘thus sitting, thus consulting ?”—-“ prefers, for his 
part, a state of rest to locomotion,”—-with an eye all 
“the' while upon ‘the coachman—till at length, wax- 
‘ng out of all patience, at your want of it, he breaks 
“Gut into ‘apathetic remonstrance at the. fellow ‘for 
'detaiiize us’ so’ long over the time which he had 
‘8itofessud, ‘arid’ declares peremptorily, that: « the 
‘ygdndldntati iiy'the coach is determined to eves 
= on obs ‘tit drive on that instant.” oe 
~~ Very’ qitick' at inventing an argument, or aie. 
ig b sophistry, he is ‘aameseeih of — yo in 


eo t ‘etita ety | 
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any. chain of arguing. Indeed he makes wild work 
with logic; and seems to jump at most admirable 
conclusions by some process, not at all akin to it. 
Consonantly enough to this, he hath been heard to 
deny, upon certain occasions, that there exists such 
a faculty at all in man as reason; and wondereth 
how man. came first to have a conceit of it—en- 
forcing his negation with all the might of reasoning 
he is master of. He has some speculative notions 
against laughter, and will maintain that laughing is 
not, natural to him—when peradventure the next 
moment his lungs shall crow like Chanticleer... He 
says some of the best things in the world—~and. de- 
clareth that wit is his aversion. It. was he who 
said, upon seeing the Eton boys at play in their 
grounds—Whaé a pity to think, that these fine in- 
genuoys lads in a few years will all be changed mito 
Srivolous, Members of Parliament ! 

His youth was fiery, glowing, eapeaioteecand 
in age he discovereth no symptom of cooling. ‘This 
is that which I admire in him. I hate people who 
meet Time half-way. I am for no compromise 
with that inevitable spoiler. While he lives, J.,E. 
will take his swing.—It does me good, as I. walk 
towards the street of my daily avocation, on some 
fine May morning, to meet him marching in a quite 
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opposite direction, with a jolly handsome presence, 
ahd shining sanguine face, that indicates some pur- 
chase in his eye—a Claude—or a Hobbima—for 
much of his enviable leisure is consumed at Christie’s, 
and ‘Phillips’s—or where not, to pick up pictures, 
and such gauds. On these occasions he mostly 
stoppeth ‘me, to read a short lecture on the advan- 
tage a person like me possesses above himself, in 
having his time occupied with business which he 
must deo—assureth me that he often feels it hang 
heavy on his hands—wishes he had fewer holidays 
—and pies’ off—Westward Ho !—chanting a tune, 
to Pall: Mall—perfectly convinced that he has con- 
vinced me—while I poe in my opponte direc- 
tion tuneless. 

[tis pleasant again to see this Professor of In- 
differenee doing the honours of his new purchase, 
when he has fairly housed it. You must view it in 
every light, till he has found the best—placing it at 
this distancé, ‘aiid’ at that, but always suiting the 
foetis of your sight to his own. You must spy at 
it through your fingers, to catch the aérial per- 
spective—though you assure him that to you the 
ldndscape shows much more agreeable without that 
artifice. Wo be to the luckless wight, who does 
not only not respond to his rapture, but who should 
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drop an unseasonable intimation. of preferring one 
of his anterior bargains to the present ‘~The last 1s 
always his best hit—his ‘* Cynthia of the mmute.” 
—Alas! how many a mild Madonna:have I. known 
to come in—a Raphael !—-keep its ascendancy for 2 
few brief moons—then, after certain.intermedial de- 
gradations, from the front drawing-room to the back 
gallery, thence to the dark parlour;— adopted .in 
turn by each of the Carracci, under successive lower- 
ing ascriptions of filiation, mildly: breaking its : fall 
—consigned to the oblivious. lumber:room, zo out 
at-last a Lucea Giordano, or. plain. Carlo: Maratti! 
—which things when. I beheld—musing upon the 
chances and mutabilities-of fate below, hath made 
me to reflect upon the altered condition:of.. great 
personages, or that woful. ee ee {Richard ' oe 
Second— . ee hats sh at 


-ooseet forth in pomp, 8 Ph sit 

She came adorned hither like sweet Mafg ra i) 

Sent back like Hollowmass or shortest day. : Sl teaueae 

~ With. great love for yeu, J. KB. hath’ but.alittited 
sympathy with what you feel or‘do.{ He lives .in:a 
world of his own, and makes slender guesses at what 
_ passes'in your mind. He never pierces the marrew 
of your habits. He will tell ah old éstablished:play- 
goer, that. Mr. Such-a-one, of. So-and-so ‘(naming 
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one of the theatres), is a -very lively comedian—as 
a piece of news! He advertised me but the other 
day of. some pleasant green: lanes :whicly' he had 
found out for me, knowing me to be. a great' walker, 
im my own immediate vicinity--who' have haunted 
the identical spot any time. these twenty years !— 
He has not much respect for that class of feelings 
which goes by the name of' sentimental. ‘He applies 
the definition. of real evil to bodily ‘sufferings: ex- 
clusively —and rejecteth all others as. imaginary. 
He 1s affected by the sight, or the bare supposition, 
of a creature in pain, to a degree which I have 
never witnessed out of womankind. A- constitu- 
tional acuteness to this class of suffermgs may in 
part account for this. ‘The ammal tribe in par- 
ticular he-taketh under his especial protection. A 
broken-winded or spur-galled horse 1s sure to find 
an advocate in him. An over-loaded ass is his client 
for ever. He is the apostle to the brute kind—the 
never-failing friend of those who have none to care 
for them.:: The contemplation of a lobster boiled, 
or eels skinned alive, will wring him so, that “ all 
for pity -he-could die.” It-will take the savour from 
his palate, ‘and ‘the rest from his pillow, for days 
and. tights. With the intense feeling of ‘Thomas 
Clarkson, he wanted only the steadiness of pursuit, 
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and unity of purpose, of that ‘true yoke-fellow 
with Time,” to have effected as much for the Ani- 
mal, as he hath done for the Negro Creation: But 
my uncontrollable cousin is but mperfectly formed 
for purposes which demand co-operation. ‘He can- 
not wait. His amelioration-plans must be ripened 
inaday. For this reason he has cut but an equi- 
vocal figure in benevolent societies, and combina- 
tions for the alleviation of human sufferings. His 
zeal constantly makes him to outrun, and put out, 
his coadjutors. He thinks of relieving,—while they 
think of debating. He was black-balled out of a 
society for the Relief of * * * * * * * * * *, 
because the fervor of his humanity toiled beyond 
the formal apprehension, and creeping processes, 
of his associates, I shall always consider this di- 
stinction as a patent of nobility in the Elia family ! 

Do I mention these seeming inconsistencies to 
smile at, or upbraid, my unique cousin? Marry, 
heaven, and all good manners, and the understand- 
ing that should be between kinsfolk, forbid!—With 
all the strangenesses of this strangest of the Elias 
—I would not have him in one jot or tittle other 
than he is; neither would I barter or exchange my 
wild kinsman for the most exact, regular, and every- 
way consistent kinsman breathing. 
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In my next, reader, I may perhaps give you 
some account of my cousin Bridget—if you are not 
already surfeited with cousins—and take you by 
the hand, if you are willing to go with us, on an ex- 
cursion which we made a summer or two since, in 
search of more cousins— 

““"Shrough the green plains of pleasant Hertfordshire. 
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Bripeet Exta has been my housekeeper for many 
along year. I have obligations to Bridget, extend- 
ing beyond the period of memory. We house to- 
gether, old bachelor and maid, in a sort of double 
singleness; with such tolerable comfort, upon the 
whole, that I, for one, find in myself no sort of dis- 
position to go out upon the mountains, with the rash 
king’s offspring, to bewail my celibacy. We agree 
pretty well in our tastes and habits— yet so, as 
‘with a difference.” We are generally in ‘harmony, 
with occasional bickerings—as it should be among 
near relations. Our sympathies are rather under- 
stood, than expressed ; and once, upon my dissenh- 
bling ‘a tone in my voice more kind than’ ordinary, 
my cousin burst into tears, and complained that I 
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was altered: We are both great readers in different 
directions. While I am hanging over (for the thou- 
sandth time) some passage in old Burton, or one of 
his strange contemporaries, she 1s abstracted in some 
modern tale, or adventure, whereof our common 
reading-table is daily fed with assiduously fresh sup- 
plies. Narrative teazes me. I have little concern 
in the progress of events. She must have a story— 
well, ill, or indifferently told—so there be life stirring 
in it, and plenty of good or evil accidents. The 
fluctuations of fortune in fiction—and almost in real 
life—have ceased to interest, or operate but dully 
upon me. Qut-of-the-way humours and opinions— 
heads with some diverting twist in them—the oddi- 
ties of authorship please me most. My cousin has 
a native disrelish of any thing that sounds odd or 
bizarre. N othing goes down with her, that is quaint, 
irregular, or out, of the road of common sympathy. 
She “ holds ‘Nature more clever.” I can pardon 
her blindness to the beautiful obliquities of the Re- 
ligio Medici; but she must apologise to me for cer- 
tain disrespectful insinuations, which she has been 
pleased. to throw out latterly, touching the intellec- 
tuals of a dear, favourite of mine, of the last century 
but owe—the thrice noble, chaste, and virtuous,— 
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but again somewhat fantastical, and orginal bran d, 
generous Margaret Newcastle. — : 

It has been the lot of itty cousin, oftener perhaps 
than I could have wished; 'to have had ‘for he? dsso- 
ciates and mine, free-thinkers—leaders, and disci- 
ples, of novel philosophies and systems; but’ she 
neither wrangles with, nor accepts, their ‘opinions. 
That which was good and venerable ‘to ‘hér, when 
a child,’ retains its authotity over her’ tind stiff. 
She nevet' jugples' or ee tricks “a uss undet- 
standings te fiuetiey bebe 

We'are both of us inclined to be alittle foo posi- 
tive ; and Ihave observed the result of our disputes 
to be almost'uniformly this—that in matters of fact, 
dates,-atid circumstances, it turns out, that T 'was'in 
the right, ‘and nity cousin in the wrong.’ But where 
we have differed wpon ‘moral pornts ;\ ‘upon’! sirhe 3 
thing proper to be-done, or let alone’; whatever heat! 
of opposition; or steadiness of convietioh, F'set out’! 
with, Tam. sare ‘always, ‘in thé: tohp' rinii?'to “be! 
brought overto her way of ‘thinking, 67 bud eu 

Tmust'touch upon the foiblesof my kinswotian With” 
a gentle hand, for Bridget does not like to be tbl&:' 
of her faults. ° She huth-an awkward tHtk (to'sdy tho 
worse of ae of eee in comipatty + at WwHidH! tithes 


snace AGE Ee ae to ft aif. Ae in 
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she will answer yes or no to a question, without 
fully understanding its purport—which is provoking, 
and derogatory in the highest degree to the dignity 
of the putter of the said question. Her presence of 
mind is equal to the most pressing trials of life, but 
will sometimes desert her upon trifling occasions. 
When the purpose requires it, and is a thing of 
moment, she can speak to it greatly; but in matters 
which are not, stuff of the conscience, she hath been 
known sometimes to let slip a word less seasonably. 
Her education in youth was not much attended 
to; and she happily missed all that train of female 
garniture, which passeth by the name of accomplish- 
ments. She.was tumbled early, by accident or de- 
sign, intg a spacious closet of good old English 
reading, without much selection or prohibition, and 
browsed at, will upon that fair and wholesome pas- 
turage, Had; JI twenty girls, they should be brought 
up, exacthy in this fashion. I know not whether 
their chance in wedlock might not be diminished by 
it; but I can angwer for: it, that it makes (if the 
worst, come. to, the .worst) most eg aca old 
MBIA B hp ihe a a, 
, Jn.a season pf distress, she 1s the truest somstertees 


but, in. the teazing accidents, and minor.perplexities, 
which do not call out the will to meet them, she 
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sometimes maketh matters worse by an excess of 
participation. If she does not always divide yaur 
trouble, upon the pleasanter occasions of life she 1s 
sure always to treble your satisfaction.. She is ex- 
cellent to be at a play with, or upon a visit; but 
best, when she goes a journey with you. . 

We made an excursion together .a. few. summers 
since, into Hertfordshire, to beat up the quarters.of 
some of our less-known relations in that fine. corn 
country. - 

The oldest shang I eae’ is tek End: 
or Mackarel. End, as it is spelt, perhaps more. pro- 
perly,.in some old maps of Hertfordshire; sa. farm- 
house,—delightfully situated within.a gentle. -walk 
from Wheathampstead. I can just remember.having 
been there, on a yisit to a great-aunt, when I was.a 
child, under the care of Bridget ; who, as-I -haye 
said, is older than myself by some ten years. -I wish 
that I could throw into a heap the remainder .of our 
joint existences, that we might share them tty. equal 
, @avision. But that is umpossthle. The hotigs was 
at that time in the occupetion of « subsentiel yeo- 
man, who had married my grandmather’s. sister. - 
His name was Gladman. My grandmother was a 
Bruton, married to a Field. ‘Fhe: Gladmans and 
the Brutons are still flourishing in that part of the 
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county, but the Fields are almost extinct. More 
than forty years had elapsed since the visit I speak 
of ; and, for the greater portion of that period, we 
had lost sight of the other two branches also. Who 
or what sort of persons inherited Mackery End— 
‘kimdred or strange folk—we were afraid almost to 
conjecture, but determined some day to explore. 
‘By somewhat a circuitous route, taking the noble 

park at Luton in our way from Saint Alban’s, we 
arrived at the spot of our anxious curiosity about 
noon. The sight of the old farm-house, though 
every trace of it was effaced from my recollection, 
affected me with ‘a pleasure which I had not expe- 
rienced for many a year. For though J had for. 
gotten it, we had never forgotten being there toge- 
ther, and we had been talking about Mackery End 
all our lives, till memory on my part became mocked 
with a phantom of itself, and I thought I knew the 
aspect of a place, which, when present, O how un. 
Bike it was te that, which I had ae up so =o 
times inetead of it! 

- Sti the air breathed balmily about it ; ‘the sea, 
son was i# the * heart of ee and I could say 
with the poet, 
oe But thou, that didst appear so fair 


‘To-fond imagination, 
Dost rival in the light of day _ 
Het delicate creation! 
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‘padgeees s was more a waking bliss than mine, for 
ne <a) 


she easily temembered her old acquaintance again 
some ‘altered féatures, of course, a little grudged a at, 
At first, indeed, she was ready to disbelieve for } ‘joys, 
but'the scene soon reconfirmed itself in her affec-— 
tictis—and she traversed every out-post of the ‘old’ 
mansion; +6 the wood-house, the orchard, ‘the place a 
where thie pigeon-house had stood (house and birds © 
were alike flown)—with a breathless imipatience of" 
recognition, which was more pardonable perhaps’ 
thatt decorous at the age of fifty odd.’ ‘But Bt ridget “” 
in some things is behind her years. ©") "7" °°” 
The only thirlg left was to get iito the ‘hotise— 
and that was'a-difficulty which to me “singly wou id 


have been insurmountable ; for I am ‘terribly shy in ~ 


t “e ahi 
making myself known to strangers and ‘out-of-da 
rd io ry oe {) jy 
kirisfolk. “Love, stronger than scruple, winged ¢ m 
,ieveta a {«)*> 


cousii in without me; but she soon returner wit ; 
rie [) toVl 


a creature that might have sat to a scul) tor f or the 
Hah aed 


image of Welcome. It was the youngest of the 
Gladmans; who, by marriage wath a Bruton, hibd bat" 
come mistress‘of the old manstiin.” A Some bigad 


Petept sas a lisa fou ist 
aré the Brutons. Six of them, femiéles, were no 
aH h'the’ 0 su i #3 00" 


1 


1 pees 


as ‘the handsomest young work 
But this adopted Bruton, 3 m imy 0 ind Wd" aig 
than they all—more comiely.”’ She ha Bae 88 tate!” 
to have’ retiethibered the.” Bhe ‘just recollected Mh *" 
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early life to have had her cousin Bridget « once: , 
pointed out to her, climbing .a style. But the name 
of kindred, and of cousinship, was enough. Those, 
slender ties, that prove slight as gossamer in. the - 
rending atmosphere of a metropolis, bind faster, as 
we found it, in hearty, homely, loving Hertford- . 
shire. In five minutes we were as thoroughly. 
acquainted as if we had been born and bred up . 
together ; were familiar, even to the calling each,,, 
other. by 4 our Christian names. So Christians should, , 
call one another. To have seen Bridget, and. her,,, 
—it was like the meeting of the two scriptural 
copsins 1 There was a grace and dignity, an am- | 
plitude of ‘form and stature, answering to her mind, 
in this farmer’s wife, which would have shined in 
a palace—or s0 we thought it. We were made wel- 

me by h “husband and wife equally—we, and our 
friend that was with ‘us ——I had almost forgotten _ 
him—but B. F. will not so soon forget that, meet- _ 
ing, i petadventure | he shall read this on the far ; 
di t_ shores where - the Kangaroo haunts, The. . 


reas 


fatted dca If was made ready, or rather was already . 


earn 
80, as if 3 in anticipation of our coming; and, after an .. 
asain glass 0 of native wine, never let me forget ;; 
with w hat honest pride. this hospitable cousin made. .. 


rae 


us bibl heathampstead, to, — us, (a5 -. 
N 
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some new-found rarity) to her mother and sister 
Gladmans, who did indeed know something more of 
us, at a time when she almost knew nothing.— With 
what corresponding kindness we were. received by 
them also—how Bridget’s memory, exalted by the 
occasion, warmed into a thousand half-obliterated 
recollections of things and persons, to my utter 
astonishment, and her own—and to the astound- 
ment of B. F. who sat by, almost the only thing 
that y was not a cousin there,—old ¢fficed 3 images ‘of 
more than half-forgotten names and circumstances 
still crowding back ‘upon her, as words ‘written?'in 
lemon come out upon exposure to a friendly warinth, 
—when I forget all this, then may my country 
cousins forget me; and Bridget no more rehember, 
that in the days of weakling infancy I was‘her 
tender charge—as I have been her care‘ in Yoolish 
manhood since—in those pretty pastoral walks, long 

AZO, about Mackery End, in n Hertfordsbite! “\ me 
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vi. t ; 4 


i a re . 
ie ‘comparing sipdlent with ancient manners, we are 
«pleased, ta compliment ourselves upon the point of 
, gallantry ;. a certain obsequiousness, or deferential 
rPespegt, which we are supposed to pay to females, 
a8. females, | 
ya, shall believe that this principle actuates our 
- conduct, when I can forget, that in the nineteenth 
century of the era from which we date our civility, 
ve, are, but, just beginning to leave off the very fre- 
quent practice of whipping females in public, in 
common, with the gparsest’male offenders. 

I shall believe it to be influential, when I can 
shut my eyes to the fact, that in England women 
are still occasionally—hanged. 

I shall believe in it, when actresses are no longer 
subject to be hissed off a stage by gentlemen. 

I shall believe in it, when Dorimant hands a fish- 
wife across the kennel; or assists the apple-woman 
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to pick up her wandering fruit, which some unlucky 
dray has just dissipated. ates 
_1 shall believe in it, when the Dersenis: in 
humbler life. who would be thought in their way 
notable adepts in this refinement, shall act upon it 
in places where they are not known, or think them- 
selves, not observed—when I shall see the traveller 
for some rich tradesman part with his admired box- 
coat, to spread it over the defenceless shoulders of 
the poor woman, who is passing to her parish on the 
roof of the same stage-coach with. him, drenched 1 in 
the rain—when I shall no longer see a woman stapd- 
ing up in the pit of a London theatre, till she 1s 
sick and faint with the exertion, with men, about 
her, seated at their ease, and jeering at her distress ; 
tall one, that seems to have more manners or con- 
science than the rest, significantly declares |‘ she 
should be welcome to his seat, if she were. a little 
younger and handsomer.” Place this dapper ware- 
houseman, or that rider, in a circle of their own 
female acquaintance, and you shall confess ite have 
not seen a politer-bred man in Lothbury. |: , 4, ..,,,,, 
_ Lastly, I shall begin to believe that eee 
such principle influencing our conduct, when more, 
than one-half of the drudgery and cgarse sery tude, 
of the world shall cease to be performed by omer, 
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‘sural that day ‘comes, I’ shall never believe ‘this 
boasted point to be any thing more than'a conven- 
tional’ fiction ; a pageant got up between the sexes, 
ii a ‘certain rank, and at a certain time of life, 3 in 
which both find their account equally, = ° |" 
‘"P’ shall'be' even disposed’ to rank it among ‘the 
dalutary fictions of life, when in polite circles I shall 
seé'the’ same attentions paid to age as to youth, to 
Horiely ‘features as to handsome, to coarse com- 
plexions as to clear—to the woman,'as she is a 
Wothan, not a8 she is a beauty, a fortune, or a title.’ 
P- ghalt ‘believe it to be something more than a 
hme, when ‘a’ well-dressed’ gentleman in a well- 
diessed' ‘company can advert to the topic of female 
old age without exciting, and intending to excite, a 
sheer :——when the phrases “ antiquated virginity,” 
and sucha one has “ overstood her market,” pro- 
notiticéd’’ in’ good company, shall raise immediate 
offehce’ Th ' tian, or woman, that shall hear oe 
spokett.’ Pe FG. s 7 
¥ds8ph Paice, of Bread-street-hill, merchant, and 
one of the Directors of the South-Sea company— 
{HE sdthe’ to! Whom Edwards, the Shakspeare com- 
niétitator! “his‘'‘addressed a fine sonnet—was the 
onfy Patterti ‘of cétisistent gallantry I have met with. 
He' took “in¢ whder bis shelter at an early age, and 
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bestowed some ‘pains’ upon me. I owe'to his pre- 
cépts and’ example: ‘whatever there is:‘of the man of 
business (and that ix not wiuch) in ‘my cothiposition. 
It ‘was not his fault that I did not profit ‘more. 
Though bred: a Presbyterian, ard‘ brought apa 
merchant, he’ was the finest gentlernan:df:his time. 
He had not one system ‘of attention’ to: females lin 
thé drawing-room, and anoéher ‘inthe shop, dr at 
the stall. “Ido not mean that he -madd ‘no-di- 
stittetién. - But he never lost: sizht ‘of sax; of dver- 
‘lobked 'it' ia the casualties of -a Gisatvantageons 
‘situation: Ihave seen hin: stand '‘bare-headed+— 
smile ‘if -you ‘please—to: a ‘poor servant:pml, while 
she ‘has been inquiring of bim-the ‘waly ‘tol sorhe 
- street-in ‘such a posture of ‘unforedd ewility;:ps 
neither to embarrass her in the acceptance, nor him- 
self in the offer, of it. He was no dangler;m ‘the 
common acceptation of the word, after women: ibut 
he réverenced ‘and ‘upheld, in every fornbiwhith 
ft came before him, womanhood. I havelseen-inm 
‘ainay, smile not—tenderly  escortitig»a1qnarket- 
‘woman, whom he had encountered mia shower, 
exalting his umbrella over her ‘poor bdsket of frit, 
that it might receive no-damagé; with:as wach» care- 
fulness as-if’ she had beer a:-Countessi:::Torthe 
reverend form of Female Eld he would yield the 
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wall. (though it were to an ancient beggax-woman) 
“with: more ceremony than we can afford tq show, opr 
grandame.., He was, the Preux Cheyalier of Age; 
the Sir Calidore, or Sir Tristan, to those who, haye 
‘ne Calidores or:'Tristans to defend them. The roses, 
that had.long faded thence, still bloomed for him.in 
ae and yellow cheeks. ©... 3.4) 43! 
. \He-was never married, but in his youth, he paid 
his addvesses ta the beautiful Susan Winstanley-— 
- old, Winstanley’s daughter of Clapton—who -dying 
an the:early days of their courtship, configmed, in 
him thde-resdlution of perpetual bachelorakip.. It 
was during: their short courtship, he. told:me,. that 
he had -been-one day-treating his mistress with a 
~ profusion of civil speeches— the common gallantries 
tto whieh kind-of thing she had hitherto mani- 
- dested-no. repugnance—but in this instance with no 
1 tefects;: He-could not obtain from her.a decent,ac- 
‘Kknhowledgment: in return. She rather seemed ‘to 
: ‘ndsané- his doimpliments. He could not set, it down 
stdscaprice; for the lady had glways shown - herself 
‘above that littleness. When he ventured on the 
beagiaageen finding her a little better: humoured, 
~ eon ekpostulate: with her on her coldness of. yesterday, 
wlahe’ aang with her. usual Hecke, that she 
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had: no. sot! of ‘dislike to his atteritioits ‘that ‘she 
oduldeven éniture some high-flown coniplimeitts ; 
that a young woman placed in her situation had'a 
right to-expeut all-sort of civil things said to her ; 
thet she hoped she could digest a dose of‘adulitien; 
short:of insincerity, with-as little injury to’ her hue 
mility as’ most young ‘women’: ‘but that—a little 
before he had commenced his compliments-—she had 
overheard | him: by: accident, ‘in ‘rather rough ' lan: 
guage vate a-young woman, who had tiot biolight 
home his cravats quite ‘to’ the appointed tinsel! att 
she tought to herself,“ A's T ‘ath "Missy ‘Sudan 
Wirstanky, and’ a young lady—-a 'téptited ‘beauty, 
dnd-kndww to ‘be # fortane,—T'can havé iny holck 
of: the’ finest! speeches from the wduth ‘of this very 
fine: zentleman': who: is courting me—but if Thad’ 
been poor Mary Such-e-one (naming the millther );’ 
«and ‘had: failed of bringing home: the cravatsto' 
the: uppeinted: hour-though perhaps T hid sat up 
halfithe sight to forward them—what' sort’ df cdtt-” 
pliments' should I have: received thet MiAwd ‘ny 
worhan’'s pride came to my assistance and’ thought! 
that.if it were only to'do me hotiotit, d' fervate, Be! 
myself, might have received: handsomer: Usa = and 
I was. Setarmiried 1 mot. to — ‘any fine: speedhed,” 
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to. the compromise of that sex,.the. belonging to 
which was after all my Micoiiias and ,title to 
them,” 2 cag aareere pet 
J think the. lady ee | both generosity, pi 
a just way. of thinking, in this rebuke which she 
gaye her lover; and I have sometimes imagined, 
that: the uncommon strain of courtesy,. which 
through life regulated the actions and behaviour of 
my friend towards all of womankind indiscraninately, 
owed ita happy. origin to this seasonable Jessop from, 
the lips, of his lamented mistress. 2.0) 5 ord asso 
iit, Wish the whole female world would entertain 
the, same, notion of these, things, that Miss Wiws 
stanley showed, Then we should see something of 
the spirit of consistent gallantry ;, aad:. no longer 
witness the, anomaly of the same man--a pattern of' 
true, politeness toa wife —of cold contempt, or rude 
Ness,. to a, sister—-the idolater of his female mistress 
—rithe,. dispamger.and despiser of hia no less female 
aunt, er, unfortunate—still .female—maidea cousin. | 
pst 189, much respect as a woman derogates from. 
hen..Qye '4¥a,.1n, whatever condition plaged+~her: 
handmaid,.‘or dependent-—-she deserves. to ihawe: 
diyainished. from herself on that score ; and probably: 
will ,;fee}, the, diminution, when youth, and beauty,' 
and advantages, not inseparable from sex, shall lose 


188 MODERN GALLANTRY. 


of their attraction. What a woman should demand 
of a man in courtship, or after it, is first—respect 
for her as she is a woman;—and next to that—to 
be respected. by him above all other women. But 
let her stand upon her female character as upon a 
foundation; and let the attentions, incident to indi- 
vidual preference, be so many pretty additaments 
and ornaments—as many, and as fanciful, as you 
please—to that main structure. Let her first lesson 
be—with sweet Susan Winstanley—to reverence 
MEP BCL, | 
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I was born, and passed the first seven years of my 
life, in the Temple. Its church, its halls, its gar- 
dens, its fountain, its river, I had almost said—for 
in those young years, what was this king of rivers 
to me but a stream that watered our pleasant places? 
—these are of my oldest recollections. I repeat, to 
this day, no verses to myself more frequently, or 
with kindlier emotion, than those of Spenser, where 
he speaks of this spot. 


There when they came, whereas those bricky towers, 
The which on Themmes brode aged back doth ride, 
Where now the studious lawyers have their bowers, 
There whylome wont the Templer knights to bide, 
Till they decayd through pride. 


Indeed, it is the most elegant spot in the metro- 
polis, What a transition for a countryman visiting 


190 THE OLD BENCHERS 


Londoni ‘for 'thé’ first time— the passing from. the’ 
crowded ” Sthand or Fleet-street, by coped ; 
avénués, ito its “magnificent ‘ample: squares, its 
classid' ‘gtéen ‘recesses! “What a cheerful, liberal 

look’ hath’ that portion of it, which, from three sides, , “ 


overlooks the greater garden: that goodly pile 


pe tT R 


Of building siccrig. albiat of Paice Malki c= 


confronting, with massy gantrast, the lighter, oltlét, 
more fantastically shrouded.,. one, , tamed. of Haters 
court, With, the, cheerful Crown-ofice: Row (phaeb {> 
of my. kindly engendure), night. opposite the stately: |: 
stream, whieh washes the garden-foot with her.ipeblo 
scarcely trade-polluted waters, and. seams but. juste» 
weaned from, her."Twickepham Najades {iia doen't] 
would ,give something ta have heen, bon. aa suelycsi 
places. . ‘What. 8. collegiate. aspect. has, shat fine J 
Elizabethan hall, where the fountain. plays. whieh{s1 
I have made to rise and fall, how many. times far 
the, astoundment of the young: urchjng;, my/ ephterbols 
poraries, who, not being able to guess af its reba 
dite , machinery, were almost, tempted, te; chat} stheue 
wondrous, work as magic! What, an antique vatiig2 
had ‘the, now. almost effaced sunpdials, With, tiles 
moral inscriptions, seeming coewale, with ahat ‘Eiahbct 
which they measured, and to take their revelations 
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of its flight immediately from heaven, holding, cor. j 
respondence with the f fountain of hght ! a How, would. ‘ 
the dark line steal imperceptibly on, watched by the, ,. 
eye of childhood, eager tp detect its movement, ; 
never “catehed, nice as an evanescent cloud or; the, : 
first arrests of sleep! | 


-" + Mie He ae He ea 


Ah! yet doth beauty like a dial-hand _ 
Steal frem his figure, and no pace perceived ! | 


coagteteyy 


What a dead thing is a clock, with its ponderous 
embowelments'of lead: and brass, its pet or Solemn 
dulness of cothmunication, compared with the sn 
altar-like structure, and silent heart-dinbuage f the" 
old diak!’ ‘It stéod: as the garden god of' Christian’ 
gardens.’ Why is ‘it almost ‘every ‘where vanished ?” 
If its business-use be superseded by more elaborate’ 
inventions,’ its ‘nioral uses, its beauty, might have’ 
pleaded ‘fui its continuance. It spoke of moderate 
labbur's; of pléastires not protracted after sun-set, of 
temperaried) and pood- hours. It was the primitive 
clock; the hétologe of the ‘first world. Adam could” 
scaree have'missed it in Paradise. It was the mea-‘ "| 
sure! appropriate’ ‘for sweet plants and flowers’ to a 
spring by; /for ‘the’ birds to apportion’ their’ silve ee 
warblitigd 'by,-fér' flocks to pasture and be led’ to ° 
fold'by! '*The'sheplierd “* ae! : out ut quaintly in in 
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the sun ;” and, turning philosopher by the very oc- 
cupation, provided it with mottos more touching 
than tombstones. It was a pretty device of the gar- 
dener, recorded by Marvell, who, in the days of 
artificial gardening, made a dial out of ‘herbs and 
flowers. I must quote his verses a little higher up, 
for they are full, as all his serious poetry was, of a 
witty delicacy. They will not come in awkwardly, 
I hope, in a. talk of fountains and sup-ials. He is 
speaking of sweet garden scenes: . .. 


What wondrous life in this I lead! 
Ripe apples drop about nry head. ia 
The luscious clusters of the vine | » Veg ta Se 
Upon my mouth do crush their wine. 
The nectarine, and curious peach, == ie 
Inte my hands themselves do reachh ss eC 
Stumbling on melons, as I pase, — ; 
Insnared with flowers, I fall om grass. ~ 
Meanwhile the mind from pleagure-less =... |. 
Withdraws into its happiness. 
The mind, that ocean, where each kind = 3 
Does straight ts own resemblance finds ==» =, :, 
Yet it creates, transcending these, 


‘, a koe 


Far other worlds, and other seas ; raat 
Annihilating all that ’s made AD eg ee ee a 
To a green thought in a green shade. , <-% 

Here at the fountain’s sliding foot,  ~ en ae 
Or at some fruit-tree’s moasyrvest,. (fF oj.cci ou 
Casting the body’s vest aside, = sg _, 
My soul into the boughs does glide: °°” 


There, like a bird, it sits.andl aings,’. 3.) bee il) sty 
Then whets and claps its silver wings ; 
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_ And, till’ prepared for longer flight, 
Waves in its plumes the various light. ° 
How well the skilful gardener drew, 

Of flowers and herbs, this dial new ! 
Where, from above, the milder sun 


Does through a fragrant zodiac run: 

And, as it works, the industrious bee 
Computes its time as well as we. 

How could such sweet and wholesome hours 
Be reckon’d, but with herbs and flowers ?* 


_ The artificial fountains of the metropolis are, in 
like manner, fast vanishmg. Most of them are dried 
up, or bricked over. Yet, where one is left, as in 
that little green nook behind the South Sea House, 
what a freshness it gives tothe dreary pile! Four 
little winged marble boys used to play their virgin 
fancies, spouting out ever fresh streams from their 
innocent-wanton lips, in the square of Lincoln’s-inn, 
when I was no bigger than they were figured. ‘They 
are gone, and the spring choked up. The fashion, 
they tell me, is gone by, and these things are 
esteemed childish. Why not then gratify children, 
by letting them stand? Lawyers, I suppose, were 
children once. They are awakening images to them 
at least. Why must every thing smack of man, 
and mannish? Is the world all grown up? Is 
childhood. dead i Ori is there not in the bosoms of 
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the wisest and the best some of the child’s heart 
left, to respond to its earliest enchantments? The 
figures were grotesque. Are the stiff-wigged. living 
figures, that still flitter and chatter about that area, 
less gothic in appearance ? or ia the splutter of their | 
hot rhetoric one half so refreshing and innocent. as 
the little cool playful streams those mania cherubs. 
uttered ? | 
They cae lately gothicised the entrance to, vithe ; 
Inner Temple-hall, and the library front, to. assimi- | 
late them, I suppose, to the body of the hall, which, 
they do not at all resemble. What is. beeome of the | 
winged horse that stood over the former? ja, stately ; 
arms! and who has removed those frescoes. of. the 
Virtues, which Italianized the end of. the,,Paper-. 
buildings ?—my first hint of allegory! ,, They must., 
account to me for these things, which I} miss.se 
greatly. a a se, Made Se eae id 
The terrace is, ,, indeed, left, which we used ta,call . 
the parade; but the traces are passed away, af, the i: 
footsteps which made its pavement. ayful,! | Jt sis. . 
become common and profane; | The old |benchers. i 
had it almost sacred to themselves, in the, forepart. 
of the day at least. ‘They might not. be. sided ‘or 
jostled. ‘Their air and dregs asserted: the parade, ,: 
You left wide. spaces betwixt you, when yeu passed... 
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them. We walk on even terms with their successors. 
The-roguish eye of J——ll, ever ready to be deli- 
vered of a jest, almost invites a stranger to vie a re- 
partee with it. But what insolent familiar durst have 
mated ‘Thomas Coventry ?— whose jperson was a 
quadrate, his step massy and elephantine, his face 
square as the lion’s, his gait peremptory and path- 
keeping, indivertible from his way as a moving co- 
lumn, the scarecrow of his inferiors, the brow-beater 
of equals and superiors, who made a solitude of chil- 
dren wherever ‘he came, for they fled his insufferable 
preseiice, as they would have shunned an Elisha bear. 
His grow! was 24 thunder in their ears, whether he 
spake'to‘them in mirth or in rebuke, his mvitatory 
noted being’, indeed, of ‘all, the most repulsive and 
horrid. « Clouds of snuff, aggravating ‘the natural 
terrors'of his speéch, broke from each majestic nostril, 
darkening the air. He took it, not by pinches, but 
a peful at’ oncd, diving for it under the mighty 
flayié dfhigold-fashioned waistcoat pocket ; his waist- 
coat ded hid angiy, hie coat dark rapped, tinctured | 
byidye'ofiginal, ‘and by adjuncts, with buttons of 
obsolpte old: ':And'so he paced the terrace. 
1By Hie side: niilder form was sometimes to be 
seep the pendivé gentility of Samuel Salt. They 
were-edevals,'and had nothing but that and their 
02 
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benchership in. common. Jn polities Salt was a 
whig, and Coventry a staunch tory. “Many: a sar- 
castic growl did the latter cast out—for Coventry 
had a rough spinous humour—at the political con- 
federates of his associate, which rebounded from the 
gentle bosom of the latter like cannon balls from 
wool. .. You could not ruffle Samuel Salt. aa 
_ S. had the reputation of being a very ‘clever man, 
and of excellent discernment in the chamber prac- 
a of, the. law. I suspect his knowledge did not 
aAMQYnt to. much. When a case of difficult dis- 
position of money, testamentary or otherwise, cate 
before, him, he ordinarily handed it over with a few 
instructions to his man Lovel, who was a quick 
little fellow, and would despatch it out of hand by 
the light of natural understanding, of which he tiad 
an uncommon share. It was incredible what | — 
for talents S. enjoyed by the mere trick of gt avity. 


He was a shy man; a child might pose iat ‘a 


minute—indolent and procrastinating to the fast “ 

gree. Yet men would give him credit for’ vast appli- 
_ gation in spite of himself. He was not to be trusted 
with himself with impunity. He never - dressed’ fot a 


_ dinner party but he forgot his sword—théy wore 


swords then—or some other ‘tlecessary part of his 
equipage. Lovel had his eye upon him’ on allthese 
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occasions, and ordinarily g gave him his cue. If there 
was any thing which he could speak uniseasonably, 
he was sure to do it. —He was to dine at a 'rélative’s 
of the unfortunate Miss Blandy on the day of her 
execution ;—and L. who had a wary foresight of his 
probable hallucinations, before he set out, schooled 
him with great anxiety not in any possible manner 
to allude to her story that day. S. promised faith- 
full to, observe the injunction. He had ‘not been 
seated i in the parlour, where the company was ex- 
. pecting the dinner. summons, four minutes, when, a 
pause in the conversation ensuing, he got up, looked 
out of window, and pulling down his ruffles—an 
ordinary motion with him—observed, “ it was a 
Ploomy « day,” and added, “ Miss Blandy must be 
; hanged by this time, I suppose.” Instances of this 
sort were perpetual. Yet S. was thought by some 
“of the greatest | men of his time a fit person to be 
,_ consulted, not alone in matters pertaining to the 
; “law, but in the ordinary niceties and embarrassments 
if Set fom force of manner entirely. He 
| neve ver r laughed. He had the same good fortune 
: ane the f female world, —was a known toast with 
ore and one or two are said to > have ta for 
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“iad gallantry w with them, or paid them, indeed, 
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hardly comneee:attentions: . He had a fine face and 
person, bat wanted, methought,'. the: -sparit:: that 
should have shown them off: with adventage. to: the 
women: His eye lacked lustre.iNot so; thought 
Susan P--—.;: who, at the advanced age ‘of: sexty, 
was seem, in the cald evening time, unaccompamed, 
wetting the pavement of B——d Row,' with tears 
that! felli in drops which might be: heard,. because 
her: friend had died that day—he, whom she‘ had 
pursued with.a hopeless passion for: the:: last. forty 
years~+a passion, which years obuld not-extinguish 
or‘abate; nor the long resolved, ‘yet! gesdthy eh- 
forced, puttings of of unrelenting: bachelothwod dis- 
suade from its: ‘cherished’ purpose: ' iMuld i Sisan 
P—+, thou. hast now thy friend in leaves ls: iui 
-. Thomas Coventry wasa cadet of the noble: family 
ef that name. He passed his youth: m: contracted 
circumstances, which gave him early those parsand- 
nious: /hebits: which in . after-life: never fartook dim; 
‘80: that, with. ond windfall or. another, about: the! temle 
‘Tiknew, him he was. master of. fowt ot five hundsed 
thousand pounds ;. nor. did: he loak, idr wadly trorth 
@ moidore less. He lived.in a- gloomy howe oppo- 
site the pump in Serjeant’s-inn, Fleet-stret. 2 du,the 
eounsel,..is, daing . self-amposed:. penance::in jit,- for 
what teasen. I dixane not, .at:.this day. Gi habiak: 
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‘egreeable seat at North Cray, where he seldom 
spent above:'a day or two at a time im the summer ; 
but preferred, durmg the hot months, standing at 
“thes: window inthis damp, close, welllike mansion, 
. to-watch, as he said, “« the maids drawing’ water all 
day long.”: I suspect he had his withm-door rea- 
sons for the preference. Hic currus et arma fuére. 
‘He might'think:his treasures more safe. | His house 
had the‘aspect :of a strong box. C. was a close 
dnmksta) boarder rather than a miser—-or, if a 
‘Misen, ; nenecof the mad Elwes .breed,; who have 
brought discredit upon a character, which ¢annot 
exist: without certain admirable points of steadiness 
‘and -urbty' of purpose. . One may hate a true miser, 
but canmet, I suspect, so easily despise him. By 
taking care of the pence, he is often enabled to part 
iwith:the pounds, upon a scale that leaves us care- 
-less-generods fellows haltmg at an immeasurable 
distanee behind. :.C.: pave away 30,000/. at once in 
‘des 'hfe-timeito x:blind: charity. His house-keepmg 
hwab severely looked! after, but he kept the table of a 
‘gentlenian, “He would know who came in and who 
went outiof his:house, but his kitchen seseigtt Was 
‘never suffervd: to fileeze, 

i Helper Rare oe ene eh eee 
ineéw: what he was ‘worth in-the world ; and having 
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but ‘a’ toripeteney for his rank; which) his: indolent: 
habits were litthé calewlated: to zmprove;'might have: 
stiférd? severely if he had not had honest: people. 
about hint.” ‘Lovel ‘took care: of every thing. He 
wad at ‘utice His derk; his good servant, hioqlressen,:: 
his! frend; ‘his flapper,” his: guide, stopswatehy:| 
avditérs' treasurer He did: nothing: withouw: ¢ond : 
sultii” Dovel) or failed: in» any:thihg:avithout! em~! 
petting wid fearing his admonibhing. | He patihiin : 
self cdwtobe ‘too! much. in ns: ‘hanils, shash:they nob: 
been the purest: in the world: : He rdsigned‘ bia title, 
alrivet’ to réspectias a:master, if LL. couldvener have, 
forgotten fér a moment that he, was.a servants Lior: 
» Tiknew:this ‘Lovel. «He: was: a man, bf jan iadors 
nigible end: Josingi honesty,: . A: good: fellow: wathal,: ' 
and -** would stmke.”.:::In: the eause of. the opprdssedy. 
he never-eonsidered mequalities,: ov, caleulated: ther 
numbers of his: opponents, He' once wrested: a. swore... 
out-of the. hand of.a man of. quality that:had drawn: 
upon him. and pommelled him-severely with shes 
hilt: ofit.i . The swerdsman Had -efftred: wasult sil 4, 
ferhale-+any | oceasion: upon: which» me_odda;dgaingt,- 
him ebald: have prevented the intenfeyenkelof Bravelio 
He would:stand inext day bare headed to! thesaine 
person, !iandesthy:t0 excuse this interfenenee!—stod Buss: 
never forget rank, wherd something bbtter ssasaoty; 
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concerned. ::iL.. was the liveliest little fellow breath- 
ing; had: aiface .as: gay:as Garrick’sy whem.he was 
sald: grpatly:60 resemble (I have a portrait of,tum 
whith eonfirms. it),. possessed a fine turn for, hur 
morens|pectry+next to Swift and. Prigr—-moulded 
heass:iniplay at plaster of Paris .to-adwiratiqn, by. 
the.dint of| natural. genius merely ; turned. cribbage 
boards, .ahd-such: small. cabinet toys, to.perfectian 5. 
took. ja! hand at quadrille or bowls. with: equal, fa: 
city y wade :pundh better than.any man of, his. de- 
gree jin Ehptand; ‘dd the: merriest: quips. and :can- 
carts, | and was: altopether casi (brimful : of roguemes 
and inventions ‘as ‘you could: desires. Ha: was.a 
_ brother ‘of 'the:angle,’ motéover, and -just:such: a 
frée; hearty, honest companion as: Mr. Isaab:W alton 
wouwlkd have ‘chosen to-go a fishing with. | 1 saw him 
uv his! old: ‘age .and the decay of his faculties, palsy- 
sinitten,'in’ the last sad stage of human- weakness+— 
64 @) ydmbant! most! forlorn of: what he::waa;'—syet 
evén then his ‘eye would light up upom the: mantion: 
of his favourite: Garrick. He was greatest, heawould:. 
sd7y i Bayeeo—“ was upon the stage nearly:through- : 
out thé twhole performance, ‘and as busy:as:a:bee.?:' 
Ad ‘intervals, too, he would speak :of his: former hfe; : 
and how-he:came‘up:a little bey from 'Lineoln toga: 
to:serviee, and how His:mether.¢ried:at. parting with. 
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him, and how he returned, after some few years’ ab- 
sence, in. his smart. new livery to see her,: and she 
blessed herself at the change, and could hardly be 
brought to believe that it was. ‘f her ows: barn.” 
And then, the excitement subsiding, he would weep, 
till I have wished that sad second-childhood might 
have a mother. still to lay.its head. upon. her Jap. 
But the common mother of.us all in no‘long time 
after received him gently into hers...) +! 

_1,With Coventry, and with Salt, in. .thei walks 
atpon. ithe terrace, most commonly. Peter: Pierson 
would join, to. make up a third.. They did net ;walk 
linked. arm in arm in those days-—‘as .e0w” our 
stout triumvirs sweep the -streets,’~~but: generally 
with both hands folded ‘behind them! for state; dr 
with one at least behind, the other carrying aieine. 
P. was::a. benevolent, but not’ 4 prapossessify fran. 
He: had that’ in his‘face which you could not‘ tern 
unhappiness; it rather implied’ an incapacity ‘df 
‘being ‘happy. ‘His cheeks-were' colourless; 'evety tb 
swhiteness.): His look was uninviting, resembling 
{but without ‘his sourness) that ‘of:oar! great’ phik 
janthropist.. -I :know that he ‘did- podd atts; but I 
could never make out what he was. ‘Contemporary 
with these; but subordinate, was ‘Daines Barrington 
+~enother-oddity~-he walked burty ind square-m 
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imitation, I think, of Covertry—howbeit he'attained 
riot to the dignity of his prototype. Nevertheless, 
He ‘did pretty. well, upon ‘the’ ‘strength of being a 
tolerable antiquarian, and having a brother & bishop. 
When the account'of his year’s’ treastrretship ‘came 
tobe audited; the: following singular’ charbd was 
uMiatiimously disallowed’ by’ the bench':' “ Item, 
disbursed Mr. Allen, the pardener, twenty shillings, 
for stuff to poison ‘the’ sparrows, by my’ orders.” 
Next to liim'was old Barton—a jolly tegatidh, who 
‘took ‘upon Kim: the ordering: of the bills of fare for 
the parliament chamber, where the ‘berichets dine 
answenmg: to’ the combination roenis: at oollege— 
niuch te, the easement of his less epictirean ‘brethren. 
I, know nothing more: of thim.-Then Read,:.and 
‘Fwopenny—Read, good-humouted arid personable 
mms Wopenny, goed-humoured, but thih, :and- feli- 
Sitons.ia jests upon his.own figure. If 'T; was thin, 
(Wherry.was attertusted and fecting. . -Many. must 
semember-him-(for:hewas rather: of later dite) and 
his: singular gait, which was. perfornted.. by: -éhtee 
steps: apd, a, juuap regularly succeeding.. ‘The steps 
wend little efforts, like that of a child begupmuig:to 
walk, ot the. jump. comparatively vigorous, as: a foot 
ton inch, Wikere he learned this figure, ar what 
occasioned. ity: oduld hever disdover. ' It wasinerther 
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graceful i in itself, nor ‘sented to’ answer ‘the purpose 
aiiy better! than’ cofamon ‘walking. ‘The 'ektrenie 
tehinity of his frame, t suspect, set him v upon its Ht 
was a ttl of 7} poising. “Twopenny would often rally 
hii i upon his leanness, and hail him as Brother Lusty’; : 
but W. had: no relish of a joke. | His féatuies werk 
spiteful. ‘T have heard that he would piiich his’ Cat's 
ears’ extremely, when any thing had offended’ pare 
Jackso—the omniscient J ackson’ he was cdlled 
was of this period: He’ had’ the reputation of’ pos. 
sessile’ More multifarious knowledge thar-ahy’ idan 
of his time. He was the Friat ‘Bacoh "oF thd legs 
literate portion of the"Temple. ‘T remeinbet a plea- 
sant ' passage, of the cook applying to“him) with 
much formality of apology, for ae How to 
write down edge bone of beef in his bil! of dorninitts, 
He was ‘supposed to know, if ahy marin the! Wrotld 
did. ‘He decided the orthography t 7 to bea THiiive 
given it—fortifying his authority’ Wi with ‘sich’ &na- 
tomical ‘reasons as dismissed | the manciplé’ ‘(forthe 
time) ‘‘leartied and happy.’ Somé do'spell ft’ Yet 
perversely, aitch bone, from a fanciful resentblative 
‘between its shape, and that of the aspitate '$6 250 ‘de- 
nominated. ‘I had almost forgotten Mingay with 
the iron hand—but he was ‘somewhat later. ‘Fle 
had lost his righthand by some accident: and'st ‘sup- 
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plied it with a grappling hook, which he wielded 
with 9. tolerable « adroitness. I detected. the substi- 
tyte, before I was old enough t to reason whether it 
were ; artificial or not. I remember the, astonishment 
it, raised | in me. He was a blustering, loud-talking 
person ; and I reconciled the. phenomengn. to my 
ideas 4s . an. emblem of power— somewhat like, t the 
horns in the forehead. of Michael Angelo’s Moses. 

Baron Maseres, who walks (or did till very, lately) 

In the costume of ‘the reign | of George the Second, 
closes, my. imperfect. recollections of the old benchers 
of, the Inner, Temple. , Ga 

Fantastic. forms, whither, a are “ye fled > (07, i if the 
ke of you exist, why exist they no more for me? 
_ ¥¢.inexplicable, half-understood, appearances, why 
comes in reason to tear away the preternatural mist, 
; bright or gloomy, that enshrouded you? Why 

Make ye so sorry a figure in my relation, who made 

,up to me--to my childish eyes—the mythology of 

the * Temple? In those days I saw Gods, as “ old 
men govered with a mantle,” walking upon. the 
forth, Let the dreams of classic idolatry perish, — 

_ extinct , be. the fairies and fairy trumpery c of Jegend- 
(ary. fabling,—in the heart of childhood, there will, 
,yipr ever, spring up a well of innocent or wholesome 

_ Superstition —the seeds of exaggeration will be busy 
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there, and, vital-~from every-day forms educing the 
unknown and the uncommon. . In that bitle Goshen 
there will be light, when the grown warld! flounders. | 
about. in. the: darkness of sense end. matemality. » 
While childhgod, and while dreams, reducing child! 
hood, shall-be left, imagimation. shall ndt:have-sprend 
her holy, wings — ied the earthe:jodi) cue | 
rh ee he, Oe moon orb te sta vba 
pYeab dee ere a doa th byessee 


kt aye ico ee ee a ae as | tei ey toondt to etter: ahs 


P.§.,i J-have done injustiog to the nokt shade: tof | 
Samuel; Salt... See what it is .to trust to impetfoot.' 
memory, jand the errmg notices of childhaad |. : Yet ' 
I protest, I, always thought ‘that . he, had | beens a: 
bachelor ! ... 'This;; gentleman, »R...N,-. rgfprms, grey: 
married young, ‘and: losing his lady, jal jal phidd-bed,: 
within, the, first, year of their union, delliantoin deep: 
melancholy,: from, the.effects. of whigh, probably, he... 
never thoroughly recovered. .... Ip-what.a new light. 
does thiy place his rejection (0 ,call. it-hyne gentler! 
name!).,of, mild, Susan. P—-+—,,-,unnavealling into! | 
beguty: certain peculiarities of this: very:shy: dndirso}i 
tirmg character !-—Kenceforth. let noonenesceivesthe::| 
narratives of Elia. for true. records b+; They, awesciny- 
truth, but shadows of fact--verisiiniltudlesy not ings, 
rities—-or. sitting. but upon she! remotd edgds ame 1 
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outskirts ofhistory. He is no such honest chronicler 
as R. N., and would have done: better ‘perhaps 'té 
have consulted that gentleman, before he serit these 
Mcondite reminiscences to press: But the worthy 


sub-treasurer—who respeets his old-and his new 


masters—would but have been puziled' ‘at the in- 


decorous liberties of Elia. The good’ man wots not; 
peradventure, of the license which Magazines have 
arrived at in this plain-speaking age, or hardly 
dreams of their existence beyond the Gentleman’s— 
his furthest monthly excursions in this nature héving 


been tong confmed to the holy ground of honest ° 


Urbén’s' obituary. ' May it be long before his own 
name shall -hélp to swell those columns of unenvied 
flattery !4-Meantime, O ye New Benchers of the 
Inher Temple, cherish him kindly, for-heis himself 
the kindliest of human creatures. Should mfirmities 


ovet-take him—he is yet in green and vigorous 


seniiity-make allowances for them, remembering 
that “ye yourselves are old.” So may the Winged 
Horse, your ‘ancient badge and cognisance,. still 


flourish}: s0'-may future Hookers and Seldens:v- ' 


lustrate :-your..church and chambers! so-may the 
sparrows, ‘in: default of more melodious quiristers, 
unpeisoned ‘hop about your walks! so may the 
fresly.celoured: and: cleanly nursery maid, who, by 


~~ 
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leave, airs her playful charge in your stately gar- 
dens, drop her prettiest blushing curtsy as ye pass, 
reductive of juvenescent emotion! so may the 
younkers of this generation eye you, pacing your 
stately terrace, with the same superstitious vene- 
ration, with which the child Elia gazed on the Old 
Worthies that solemnized the parade before ye ! 


“> ia 
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Tue custom of saying grace at meals had, probably, 
its origin in the early times of the world, and the 
hunter-state of man, when dinners were precarious 
things, and a full meal was something more than a 
common blessing ; when a belly-full was a windfall, 
and looked like a special providence. In the shouts 
and triumphal songs with which, after a season of 
sharp abstinence, a lucky booty of deer’s or goat’s 
flesh would naturally be ushered home, existed, 
perhaps, the germ of the modern grace. It is not 
otherwise easy to be understood, why the blessing 
of food—the act of eating—should have had a par- 
ticular expression of thanksgiving annexed to it, 
distinct from that implied and silent gratitude with 
which we are expected to enter upon the enjoyment 
of the many other various gifts and good things of 
existence. 
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I own that I am disposed to say grace upon 
twenty other occasions in the course of the day be- 
sides my dinner. I want a form for setting out upon 
a pleasant walk, for a moonlight ramble, for a 
friendly meeting, or a solved problem. Why have 
we none for books, those spiritual repasts—a grace 
before Milton—a grace before Shakspeare—a de- 
votional exercise proper to be said before reading 
the Fairy Queen ?—but, the received ritual having 
prescribed these forms to the solitary ceremony of 
manducation, I shall confine my observations to the 
experience which I have had of the grace, properly 
so called ; commending my new scheme for extension 
to a niche in the grand philosophical, poetical, and 
perchance in part heretical, liturgy, now compiling 
by my friend Homo Humanus, for the use of a cer- 
tain snug congregation of Utopian Rabeleesian Chris- 
tians, no matter where assembled. 

The form then of the benediction before eating 
has its beauty at a poor man’s table, or at the sim- 
ple and unprovocative repasts of children. It is here 
that the grace becomes exceedingly graceful. The 
indigent man, who hardly knows whether he shall 
have a meal the next day or not, sits down to his 
fare with a present sense of the blessing, which can 
be but feebly acted by the rich, into whose minds 
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the conception of wanting a dinner could never, 
but by some extreme theory, have entered. The 
proper end of food—the animal sustenance—is 
barely contemplated by them. The poor man’s 
bread is his daily bread, literally his bread for the 
day. Their courses are perennial. 

Again, the plainest diet seems the fittest to be 
preceded by the grace. That which is least stimu- 
lative to appetite, leaves the mind most free for 
foreign considerations. A man may feel thankful, 
heartily thankful, over a dish of plain mutton with 
turnips, and have leisure to reflect upon the ordi- 
nance and institution of eating; when he shall con- 
fess a perturbation of mind, inconsistent with the 
purposes of the grace, at the presence of venison or 
turtle. When I have sate (a rarus hospes) at rich 
men’s tables, with the savoury soup and messes 
steaming up the nostrils, and moistening the lips of 
the guests with desire and a distracted choice, I 
have felt the mtroduction of that ceremony to be 
unseasonable. With the ravenous orgasm upon 
you, it seems impertinent to interpose a religious 
sentiment. It is a confusion of purpose to mutter 
out praises from a mouth that waters. The heats 
of epicurism put out the gentle flame of devotion. 
The incense which rises round is pagan, and the 

PQ 
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belly-god intercepts it for his own. The very ex- 
cess of the provision beyond the needs, takes away 
all sense of proportion between the end and means. 
The giver is veiled by his gifts. You are startled 
at the injustice of returning thanks—for what ?>— 
—for having too much, while so many starve. It 
is to praise the Gods amiss, 

I have observed this awkwardness felt, scarce 
consciously perhaps, by the good man who says the 
grace. I have seen it in clergymen and others—a 
sort of shame—-a sense of the co-presence of circum- 
stances which unhallow the blessing. After a de- 
votional tone put on for a few seconds, how rapidly 
the speaker will fall into his common voice, helping 
himself or his neighbour, as if to get md of some 
uneasy sensation of hypocrisy. Not that the good 
man was a hypocrite, or was not most conscientious 
in the discharge of the duty; but he felt in his in- 
most mind the incompatibility of the scene and the 
viands before him with the exercise of a calm and 
rational gratitude. 

I hear somebody exclaim,—Would you have 
Christians sit down at table, like hogs to their 
troughs, without remembering the Giver >—no—I 
would have them sit down as Christians, remember- 


ing the Giver, and less like hogs. Or if theit 
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appetites must run riot, and they must pamper 
themselves with delicacies for which east and west 
are ransacked, I would have them postpone their 
benediction to a fitter season, when appetite is laid ; 
when the still small voice can be heard, and the 
reason of the grace returns—with temperate diet 
and restricted dishes. Gluttony and surfeiting are 
no proper occasions for thanksgiving. When Je- 
shurun waxed fat, we read that he kicked. Virgil 
knew the harpy-nature better, when he put into the 
mouth of Celzno any thing but a blessing. We 
may be gratefully sensible of the deliciousness of 
some kinds of food beyond others, though that is a 
meaner and inferior gratitude: but the proper ob- 
ject of the grace is sustenance, not relishes; daily 
bread, not delicacies ; the means of life, and not the 
means of pampering the carcass. With what frame 
or composure, I wonder, can a city chaplain pro- 
nounce his benediction at some great Hall feast, 
when he knows that his last concluding pious word 
—and that, in all probability, the sacred name 
which he preaches—is but the signal for so many 
impatient harpies to commence their foul orgies, 
with as little sense of true thankfulness (which is 
temperance) as those Virgilian fowl! It -is well if 
the good man himself does not feel his devotions a 
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little clouded, those foggy sensuous steams mingling 
with and polluting the pure altar sacrifice. 

The severest satire upon full tables and surfeits 
is the banquet which Satan, in the Paradise Re- 
gained, provides for a temptation in the wilderness : 

A table richly spread in regal mode, 

With dishes piled, and meats of noblest sort 
And savour ; beasts of chase, or fowl of game, 
In pastry built, or from the spit, or boiled, 
Gris-amber-steamed 3 all fish from sea or shore, 


Freshet or purling brook, for which was drained 
Pontus, and Lucrine bay, and Afric coast. 


The Tempter, I warrant you, thought these cates 
would go down without the recommendatory pre- 
face of a benediction. They are like to be short 
graces where the devil plays the host.—I am afraid 
the poet wants his usual decorum in this place. 
Was he thinking of the old Roman luxury, or of a _ 
gaudy day at Cambridge? This was a temptation 
fitter for a Heliogabalus. The whole banquet is 
too civic and culinary, and the accompaniments 
altogether a profanation of that deep, abstracted, 
holy scene. The mighty artillery of sauces, which 
the cook-fiend conjures up, is out of proportion to 
the simple wants and plain hunger of the guest. He 
that disturbed him in his dreams, from his dreams 
might have been taught better. To the temperate 
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fantasies of the famished Son of God, what sort of 
feasts presented themselves >—He dreamed indeed, 


As appetite is wont to dream, 
Of meats and drinks, nature’s refreshment sweet. 


But what meats ?— 


Him thought, he by the brook of Cherith stood, 
And saw the ravens with their horny beaks 
Food to Elijah bringing, even and morn ; 
Though ravenous, taught to abstain from what they brought : 
He saw the prophet also how he fled 

Into the desert, and how there he slept 

Under a juniper ; then how awaked 

He found his supper on the coals prepared, 

And by the angel was bid rise and eat, 

And ate the second time after repose, 

The strength whereof sufficed him forty days: 
Sometimes, that with Elijah he partook, 

Or as a guest with Daniel at his pulse. 


Nothing in Milton is finelier fancied than these 
temperate dreams of the divine Hungerer. To 
which of these two visionary banquets, think you, 
would the introduction of what is called the grace 
have been most fitting and pertinent ? 
Theoretically I am no enemy to graces; but 
practically I own that (before meat especially) they 
seem to involve something awkward and unseason- 
able. Our appetites, of one or another kind, are 
excellent spurs to our reason, which might otherwise 
but feebly set about the great ends of preserving 
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and continuing the species. They are fit blessings 
to be contemplated at a distance with a becoming 
gratitude; but the moment of appetite (the judicious 
reader will apprehend me) is, perhaps, the least fit 
season for that exercise. The Quakers who go about 
their business, of every description, with more calm- 
ness than we, have more title to the use of these 
benedictory prefaces. I have always admired their 
silent grace, and the more because I have observed 
their applications to the meat and drink following 
to be less passionate and sensual than ours. They 
are neither gluttons nor wine-bibbers as a people. 
They eat, as a horse bolts his chopt hay, with 
indifference, calmness, and cleanly circumstances. 
They neither grease nor slop themselves. When I 
see a citizen in his bib and tucker, I cannot imagine 
it a surplice. 

I am no Quaker at my food. I confess I am not 
indifferent to the kinds of it. Those unctuous mor- 
sels of deer’s flesh were not made to be received 
with dispassionate services. I hate a man who 
swallows it, affecting not to know what he is eating. 
I suspect his taste in higher matters. I shrink in- 
stinctively from one who professes to like minced 
veal. There is a physiognomical character in the 
tastes for food. C 


holds that a man cannot 


anne = 
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have a pure mind who refuses apple-dumplings. I 
am not certain but he is right. With the decay of 
my first imnocence, I confess a less and less relish 
daily for those innocuous cates. The whole vege- 
table tribe have lost their gust with me. Only I 
stick to asparagus, which still seems to inspire gentle 
thoughts. I am impatient and querulous under 
culinary disappointments, as to come home at the 
dinner hour, for instance, expecting some savoury 
mess, and to find one quite tasteless and sapidless. 
Butter ill melted—that commonest of kitchen 
failures—puts me beside my tenour.—The author 
of the Rambler used to make inarticulate animal 
noises over a favourite food. Was this the music 
quite proper to be preceded by the grace ? or would 
the pious man have done better to postpone his de- 
votions to a season when the blessing might be con- 
templated with less perturbation? I quarrel with 
no man’s tastes, nor would set my thin face against 
those excellent things, in their way, jollity and 
feasting. But as these exercises, however laudable, 
have little in them of grace or gracefulness, a man 
should be sure, before he ventures so to grace them, 
that while heis pretending his devotions otherwhere, 
he is not secretly kissing his hand to some great fish 
—his Dagon—with a special consecration of no ark 
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but the fat tureen before him. Graces are the 
sweet preluding strains to the banquets of angels 
and children; to the roots and severer repasts of 
the Chartreuse; to the slender, but nat slenderly 
acknowledged, refection of the poor and humble 
man: but at the heaped-up boards of the pampered 
and the luxurious they become of dissonant mood, 
less timed and tuned to the occasion, methinks, than 
the noise of those better befitting organs would be, 
which children hear tales of, at Hog’s Norton. We 
sit too long at our meals, or are too curious in the 
study of them, or too disordered in our application 
to them, or engross too great a portion of those 
good things (which should be common) to our 
share, to be able with any grace to say grace. To 
be thankful for what we grasp exceeding our pro- 
portion is to add hypocrisy to injustice. A lurking 
sense of this truth 1s what makes the performance 
of this duty so cold and spiritless a service at most 
tables. In houses where the grace is as indispen- 
sable as the napkin, who has not seen that never 
settled question arise, as to who shall say it; while 
the good man of the house and the visitor clergy- 
.man, or some other guest belike of next authority 
from years or gravity, shall be bandying about the 
office between them as a matter of compliment, each 
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of them not unwilling to shift the awkward burthen 
of an equivocal duty from his own shoulders ? 

I once drank tea in company with two Methodist 
divines of different persuasions, whom it was my 
fortune to introduce to each other for the first time 
that evening. Before the first cup was handed 
round, one of these reverend gentlemen put it to the 
other, with all due solemnity, whether he chose to 
say any thing. It seems it is the custom with some 
sectaries to put up a short prayer before this meal 
also. His reverend brother did not at first quite 
apprehend him, but upon an explanation, with little 
less importance he made answer, that it was not a 
custom known in his church: in which courteous 
evasion the other acquiescing for good manner’s 
sake, or in compliance with a weak brother, the sup- 
plementary or tea-grace was waived altogether. 
With what spirit might not Lucian have painted 
two priests, of his religion, playing into each other’s 
hands the compliment of performing or omitting a 
sacrifice,—the hungry God meantime, doubtful of 
his incense, with expectant nostrils hovering over 
the two flamens, and (as between two stools) going 
away in the end without his supper. 

A short form upon these occasions is felt to want 
reverence; a long one, I am afraid, cannot escape 
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the charge of impertinence. I do not quite approve 
of the epigrammatic conciseness with which that 
equivocal wag (but my pleasant school-fellow) 
C. V. L., when importuned for a grace, used to in- 
quire, first slyly leering down the table, “ Is there 
no clergyman here ?”—significantly adding, ‘‘ thank 
G—.” Nor do I think our old form at school quite 
pertinent, where we were used to preface our bald 
bread and cheese suppers with a preamble, connect- 
ing with that humble blessing a recognition of 
benefits the most awful and overwhelming to the 
imagination which religion has to offer. Non tunc 
illis erat locus. Y remember we were put to it to 
reconcile the phrase “ good creatures,” upon which 
the blessing rested, with the fare set before us, wil- 
fully understanding that expression in a low and 
animal sense,—till some one recalled a legend, which 
told how in the golden days of Christ’s, the young 
Hospitallers were wont to have smoking joints of 
roast meat upon their nightly boards, till some pious 
benefactor, commiserating the decencies, rather than 
the palates, of the children, commuted our flesh for 
garments, and gave us—horresco referens—trowsers 
’ instead of mutton. 


MY FIRST PLAY. 


Ar the north end of Cross-court there yet stands 
a portal, of some architectural pretensions, though 
reduced to humble use, serving at present for an 
entrance to a printing-office. This old door-way, if 
you are young, reader, you may not know was the 
identical pit entrance to Old Drury—Garrick’s 
Drury—all of it that is left. I never pass it with- 
out shaking some forty years from off my shoulders, 
recurring to the evening when I passed through it 
to see my first play. The afternoon had been wet, 
and the condition of our going (the elder folks and 
myself) was, that the rain should cease. With what 
a beating heart did I watch from the window the 
puddles, from the stillness of which I was taught to 
prognosticate the desired cessation! I seem to re- 
member the last spurt, and the glee with which I 
ran to announce it. 
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We went with orders, which my godfather F. 
had sent us. He kept the oil shop (now Davies’s) 
at the corner of Featherstone-building, in Holborn. 
F. was a tall grave person, lofty in speech, and had 
pretensions above his rank. He associated in those 
days with John Palmer, the comedian, whose gait 
and bearing he seemed to copy; if John (which is 
quite as likely) did not rather borrow somewhat of 
his manner from my godfather. He was also known 
to, and visited by, Sheridan. It was to his house in 
Holborn that young Brinsley brought his first wife 
on her elopement with him from a boarding-school 
at Bath—the beautiful Maria Linley. My parents 
were present (over a quadrille table) when he ar- 
rived in the evening with his harmonious charge.— 
From either of these connexions it may be inferred 
that my godfather could command an order for the 
then Drury-lane theatre at pleasure—and, indeed, 
a pretty liberal issue of those cheap billets, m Brins- 
ley’s easy autograph, I have heard him say was the 
sole remuneration which he had received for many 
years’ nightly illumination of the orchestra and va- 
rious avenues of that theatre—and he was content 
it should be so. The honour of Sheridan’s fami- 
liarity-—or supposed familiarity—was peter to ie 
godfather than money. RNG ag Sareea Ae 
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_ F. was the most gentlemanly of oilmen ; grandi- 
loquent, yet courteous. His delivery of the com- 
monest matters of fact was Ciceronian. He had 
two Latin words almost constantly in his mouth 
(how odd sounds Latin from an oilman’s lips!), 
which my better knowledge since has enabled me to 
correct. In strict pronunciation they should have 
been sounded vice versé—but in those young years 
they impressed me with more awe than they would 
now do, read aright from Seneca or Varro—in his 
own peculiar pronunciation, monosyllabically elabo- 
rated, or Anglicized, into something like verse verse. 
By an imposing manner, and the help of these dis- 
torted syllables, he climbed (but that was little) to 
the highest parochial honours which St. Andrew’s 
has to bestow. 

He is dead—and thus much I thought due to his 
memory, both for my first orders (little wondrous 
talismans!—slight keys, and insignificant to outward 
sight, but opening to me more than Arabian para- 
dises!) and moreover, that by his testamentatary 
beneficence I came into possession of the only landed 
property which I could ever call my own—situate 
near the road-way village of pleasant Puckeridge, 
in Hertfordshire. When I journeyed down to take 
possession, and planted foot on my own ground, the- 
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stately habits of the donor descended upon me, and 
I strode (shall I confess the vanity?) with larger 
paces over my allotment of three quarters of an acre, 
with its commodious mansion in the midst, with the 
feeling of an English freeholder that all betwixt sky 
and centre was my own. The estate has passed 
into more prudent hands, and nothing but an agra- 
rian can restore It. 

In those days were pit orders. Beshrew the un- 
comfortable manager who abolished them !—with 
one of these we went. I remember the waiting at 
the door—not that which is left—but between that 
and an inner door in shelter—O when shall I be 
such an expectant again !—with the cry of nonpa- 
reils, an indispensable play-house accompaniment in 
those days. As near as I can recollect, the fashion- 
able pronunciation of the theatrical fruiteresses then 
was, ‘‘ Chase some oranges, chase some numparels, 
chase a bill of the play ;"—chase pro chuse. But 
when we got in, and I beheld the green curtain that 
veiled’ a heaven to my imagination, which was soon 
to be disclosed the breathless anticipations I en- 
dured! Ihad seen something like it in the plate 
prefixed to Troilus and Cressida, in Rowe’s Shak- 
speare—the tent scene with Diomede—and a sight 
of that plate can always bring back in a measure the 
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feeling of that evening—The boxes at that time, 
full of well-dressed women of quality, projected 
over the pit; and the pilasters reaching down 
were adorned with a glistering substance (I know 
not what) under glass (as it seemed), resembling 
—-a homely fancy—but I judged it to be sugar- 
candy—yet, to my raised imagination, divested 
of its homelier qualities, it appeared a glorified 
candy !—The orchestra lights at length arose, 
those “ fair Auroras!” Once the bell sounded. It 
was to ring out yet once again—and, incapable 
of the anticipation, I reposed my shut eyes in a 
sort of resignation upon the maternal lap It 
rang the second time. The curtain drew up—I 
was not past six years old—and the play was Ar- 
taxerxes ! | | 

I had dabbled a little in the Universal History— 
the ancient part of it—and here was the court of 
Persia. It was being admitted to a sight of the 
past. I took no proper interest in the action going 
on, for I understood not its import—but I heard 
the word Darius, and I was in the midst of Daniel. 
All feeling was absorbed in vision. Gorgeous vests, 
gardens, palaces, princesses, passed before me. I 
knew not players. I was in Persepolis for the time ; 
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and the burning idol of their devotion almost con- 
verted me into a worshipper. I was awe-struck, and 
believed those significations to be something more 
than elemental fires. It was all enchantment and a 
dream. No such pleasure has since visited me but 
in dreams.—Harlequin’s Invasion followed ; where, 
I remember, the transformation of the magistrates 
into reverend beldams seemed to me a piece of grave 
historic justice, and the tailor carrying his own 
head to be as sober a verity as the legend of St. 
Denys. 

The next play to which I was taken was the Lady 
of the Manor, of which, with the exception of some 
scenery, very faint traces are left in my memory. 
It was followed by a pantomime, called Lun’s 
Ghost—a satiric touch, I apprehend, upon Rich, 
not long since dead—but to my apprehension (too 
sincere for satire), Lun was as remote a piece of an- 
tiquity as Lud—the father of a line of Harlequins 
—transmitting his dagger of lath (the wooden scep- 
tre) through countless ages. I saw the primeval 
Motley come from his silent tomb in a ghastly vest 
of white patch-work, like the apparition of a dead 
rainbow. So Harlequins (thought I) look when 
they are dead. 
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My third play followed in quick succession. It 
was the Way of the World. I think I must have 
sat at it as grave as a judge; for, I remember, the 
hysteric affectations of good Lady Wishfort affected 
me like some solemn tragic passion. Robinson Cru- 
soe followed; in which Crusoe, man Friday, and 
the parrot, were as good and authentic as in the 
story.—The clownery and pantaloonery of these 
pantomimes have clean passed out of my head. I 
believe, I no more laughed at them, than at the 
same age I should have been disposed to laugh at 
the grotesque Gothic heads (seeming to me then 
"replete with devout meaning) that gape, and grin, 
in stone around the inside of the old Round Church 
(my church) of the Templars. | 

I saw these plays in the season 1781-2, when I 
was from six to seven years old. After the inter- 
vention of six or seven other years (for at school all 
play-going was inhibited) I again entered the doors 
of a theatre. That old Artaxerxes evening had 
never done ringing in my fancy. I expected the 
same feelings to come again with the same occa- 
sion. But we differ from ourselves less at sixty 
and sixteen, than the latter does from six. In 
that interval what had I not lost! At the first 
period I knew nothing, understood nothing, dis- 
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criminated nothing. I felt all, loved all, won- 


dered all— 


Was nourished, I could not tell how— 


I had left the temple a devotee, and was returned a 
rationalist. ‘The same things were there materially ; 
but the emblem, the reference, was gone !—The 
green curtain was no longer a veil, drawn between 
two worlds, the unfolding of which was to bring 
back past ages, to present “ a royal ghost,”—but a 
certain quantity of green baize, which was to sepa- 
rate the audience for a given time from certain of 
their fellow-men who were to come forward and pre- 
tend those parts. ‘The lights—the orchestra lights— 
came up aclumsymachinery. The first ring, and the 
second ring, was now but a trick of the prompter’s 
bell—which had been, like the note of the cuckoo, 
a phantom of a voice, no hand seen or guessed 
at which ministered to its warning. The actors 
were men and women painted. I thought the 
fault was in them; but it was in myself, and 
the alteration which those many centuries—of six 
short twelvemonths—had wrought in me.— Per- 
haps it was fortunate for me that the play of the 
evening was but an indifferent comedy, as it gave 
me time to crop some unreasonable expectations, 
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which might have interfered with the genuine emo- 
tions with which I was soon after enabled to enter 
upon the first appearance to me of Mrs. Siddons 
in Isabella. Comparison and retrospection soon 
yielded to the present attraction of the scene; and 
the theatre became to me, upon a new stock, the 
most delightful of recreations. 


<« 


DREAM-CHILDREN ; 


A REVERIE. 


Curpren love to listen to stories about their elders, 
when they were children ; to stretch their imagina- 
tion to the conception of a traditionary great-uncle, 
or grandame, whom they never saw. It was in this 
spirit that my little ones crept about me the other 
evening to hear about their great-grandmother 
Field, who lived in a great house in Norfolk (a 
hundred times bigger than that in which they and 
papa lived) which had been the scene—so at least 
it was generally believed in that part of the country 
—of the tragic incidents which they had lately be- 
come familiar with from the ballad of the Children 
in the Wood. Certain it is that the whole story of 
the children and their cruel uncle was to be seen 
fairly carved out in wood upon the chimney-piece 
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of the great hall, the whole story down to the Robin 
Redbreasts, till a foolish rich person pulled it down 
to set up a marble one of modern invention in its 
stead, with no story upon it. Here Alice put out 
one of her dear mother’s looks, too tender to be 
called upbraiding. Then I went on to say, how re- 
ligious and how good their great-grandmother Field 
was, how beloved and respected by every body, 
though she was not indeed the mistress of this great 
house, but had only the charge of it (and yet in 
some respects she might be said to be the mistress 
of it too) committed to her by the owner, who pre- 
ferred living in a newer and more fashionable man- 
sion which he had purchased somewhere in the ad- 
joming county; but still she lived in it in a manner 
as if it had been her own, and kept up the dignity 
of the great house in a sort while she lived, which 
afterwards came to decay, and was nearly pulled 
down, and all its old ornaments stripped and carried — 
away to the owner’s other house, where they were 
set up, and looked as awkward as if some one were 
to carry away the old tombs they had seen lately at 
the Abbey, and stick them up in Lady C.’s tawdry 
gilt drawing-room. Here John smiled, as much as 
to say, “ that would be foolish indeed.” And then 
I told how, when she came to die, her funeral was 
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attended by a concourse of all the poor, and some 
of the gentry too, of the neighbourhood for many 
miles round, to show their respect for her memory, 
because she had been such a good and religious 
woman; so good indeed that she knew all the 
Psaltery by heart, ay, and a great part of the 
Testament besides. Here little Alice spread her 
hands. Then I told what a tall, upright, graceful 
person their great-grandmother Field once was ; and 
how in her youth she was esteemed the best dancer 
—here Alice’s little right foot played an involuntary 
movement, till, upon my looking grave, it desisted 
—the best dancer, I was saying, in the county, till 
a cruel disease, called a cancer, came, and bowed 
her down with pain; but it could never bend her 
good spirits, or make them stoop, but they were 
still upright, because she was so good and religious. 
Then I told how she was used to sleep by herself ina 
lone chamber of the great lone house ; and how she 
believed that an apparition of two infants was to be 
seen at midnight gliding up and down the great 
staircase near where she slept, but she said “ those 
innocents would do her no harm ;” and how fright- 
ened I used to be, though in those days I had my 
maid to sleep with me, because I was never half so 


good or religious as she—and yet I never saw the 
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infants. Here John expanded all his eye-brows and 
tried to look courageous. Then I told how good 
she was to all her grand-children, having us to the 
great-house in the holydays, where I in particular 
used to spend many hours by myself, in gazing 
upon the old busts of the Twelve Cesars, that had 
been Emperors of Rome, till the old marble heads 
would seem to live again, or I to be turned into 
marble with them; how I never could be tired with 
roaming about that huge mansion, with its vast 
empty rooms, with their worn-out hangings, flut- 
tering tapestry, and carved oaken pannels, with the 
gilding almost rubbed out—sometimes in the spa- 
cious old-fashioned gardens, which I had almost to 
myself, unless when now and then a solitary gar- 
dening man would cross me—and how the nectarines 
and peaches hung upon the walls, without my ever 
offering to pluck them, because they were forbidden 
fruit, unless now and then,—and because I had 
more pleasure in strolling about among the old me- 
lancholy-looking yew trees, or the firs, and picking 
up the red berries, and the fir apples, which were 
good for nothing but to look at—or in lying about 
upon the fresh grass, with all the fine garden smells 
around me—or basking in the orangery, till I 
could almost fancy myself ripening too along with 
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the oranges and the limes in that grateful warmth 
—or in watching the dace that darted to and fro in 
the fish-pond, at the bottom of the garden, with 
here and there a great sulky pike hanging midway 
down the water in silent state, as if it mocked at 
their impertinent friskings,—I had more pleasure 
in these busy-idle diversions than in all the sweet 
flavours of peaches, nectarines, oranges, and such 
hike common baits of children. Here John slyly 
deposited back upon the plate a bunch of grapes, 
which, not unobserved by Alice, he had meditated 
dividing with her, and both seemed willing to relin- 
.quish them for the present as irrelevant. Then in 
somewhat a more heightened tone, I told how, 
though their great-grandmother Field loved all her 
grand-children, yet in an especial manner she might 
, because he 


was so handsome and spirited a youth, and a king 


be said to love their uncle, John L 


to the rest of us; and, instead of moping about in 
solitary corners, like some of us, he would mount 
the most mettlesome horse he could get, when but 
an imp no bigger than themselves, and make it 
carry him half over the county in a morning, and 
join the hunters when there were any out—and yet 
he loved the old great house and gardens too, but 
had too much spirit to be always pent up within 
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their boundaries—and how their uncle grew up to 
man’s estate as brave as he was handsome, to the 
admiration of every body, but of their great-grand- 
mother Field most especially; and how he used to 
carry me upon his back when I was a lame-footed 
boy—for he was a good bit older than me—many a 
mile when I could not walk for pain ;—and how in 
after life he became lame-footed too, and I did not 
always (I fear) make allowances enough for him 
when he was impatient, and in pain, nor remember 
sufficiently how considerate he had been to me when 
I was lame-footed; and how when he died, though 
he had not been dead an hour, it seemed as if he had 
died a great while ago, such a distance there is be- 
twixt life and death; and how I bore his death as I 
thought pretty well at first, but afterwards it haunted 
and haunted me; and though I did not cry or take 
It to heart as some do, and as I think he would have 
done if I had died, yet I missed him all day long, 
and knew not till then how much I had loved him. 
¥ missed his kindness, and F missed his crossness, 
and wished him to be alive again, to be quarrelling 
with him (for we quarreled sometimes), rather than 
not have him again, and was as uneasy without him, 
as hetheirpoor uncle must have been when the doctor 
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took off his limb. Here the children fell a crying, 
and asked if their little mourning which they had 
on was not for uncle John, and they looked up, and 
prayed me not to go on about their uncle, but to 
tell them some stories about their pretty dead mo- 
ther. Then I told how for seven long years, in 
hope sometimes, sometimes in despair, yet per- 
sisting ever, I courted the fair Alice W—n; and, 
as much as children could understand, I explained 
to them what coyness, and difficulty, and denial 
meant in maidens—when suddenly, turning to 
Alice, the soul of the first Alice looked out at her 
eyes with such a reality of re-presentment, that I 
became in doubt which of them stood there before 
me, or whose that bright hair was; and while I 
stood gazing, both the children gradually grew 
fainter to my view, receding, and still receding 
till nothing at last but two mournful features were 
seen in the uttermost distance, which, without speech, 
strangely impressed upon me the effects of speech ; 
* Weare not of Alice, nor of thee, nor are we children 
at all. The children of Alice call Bartrum father. 
We are nothing; less than nothing, and dreams. 
We are only what might have been, and must 
wait upon the tedious shores of Lethe millions of 
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ages before we have existence, and a name” 
and immediately awaking, I found myself quietly 
seated in my bachelor arm-chair, where I had fallen 
asleep, with the faithful Bridget unchanged by my 
side—but John L. (or James Elia) was gone for 

ever. 
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In a Letter to B. F. Esq. at Sydney, New South 
| Wales. 


a 


My dear F.—When I think how welcome the 
sight of a letter from the world where you were 
born must be to you in that strange one to which 
you have been transplanted, I feel some compunc- 
tious visitings at my long silence. But, indeed, it 
is no easy effort to set about a correspondence at 
our distance. ‘The weary world of waters between 
us oppresses the imagination. It is difficult to con- 
ceive how a scrawl of mine should ever stretch 
across it. It is a sort of presumption to expect that 
one’s thoughts should live so far. It is like writing 
for posterity; and reminds me of one of Mrs. 
Rowe's superscriptions, ‘‘ Alcander to Strephon, in 
the shades.” Cowley’s Post-Angel is no more than 
would be expedient in such an intercourse. One 
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drops a packet at Lombard-street, and in twenty- 
four hours a friend in Cumberland gets it as fresh 
as if it came in ice. It is only like whispering 
through a long trumpet. But suppose a tube let 
down from the moon, with yourself at one end, and 
the man at the other; it would be some balk to 
the spirit of conversation, if you knew that the dia- 
logue exchanged with that interesting theosophist 
would take two or three revolutions of a higher 
luminary in its passage. Yet for aught I know, 
you may be some parasangs nigher that primitive 
idea—Plato’s man—than we in England here have 
the honour to reckon ourselves. 

Epistolary matter usually compriseth three topics; 
news, sentiment, and puns. In the latter, I include 
all non-serious subjects; or subjects serious in them- 
selves, but treated after my fashion, non-seriously. 
-—-And first, for news. In them the most desirable 
circumstance, I suppose, is that they shall be true. 
But what security can I have that what I now send 
you for truth shall not before you get it unaccount- 
ably turn into a lie? For instance, our mutual 
friend P. is at this present writing—my Now—in 
good health, and enjoys a fair share of worldly re- 
putation. You are glad to hearit. This is natural 
and fmendly. But at this present reading—your 
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Now—he may possibly be in the Bench, or going 
to be hanged, which in reason ought to abate some- 
thing of your transport (2. e. at hearing he was well, 
&c.), or at least considerably to modify it. I am 
going to the play this evening, to have a laugh 
with Munden. You have no theatre, I think you 
told me, in your land of d——d realities. You 
naturally lick your lips, and envy me my felicity. 
Think but a moment, and you will correct the hate- 
ful emotion. Why, it is Sunday morning with you, 
and 1823. This confusion of tenses, this grand 
solecism of two presents, is in a degree common to 
all postage. But if I sent you word to Bath or the 
Devises, that I was expecting the aforesaid treat 
this evening, though at the moment you received the 
intelligence my full feast of fun would be over, yet 
there would be for a day or two after, as you would 
well know, a smack, a relish left upon my mental 
palate, which would give rational encouragement for 
you to foster a portion at least of the disagreeable 
passion, which it was in part my intention to pro- 
duce. But ten months hence your envy or your 
sympathy would be as useless as a passion spent 
upon the dead. Not only does truth, in these long 
intervals, un-essence herself, but (what is. harder) 
one cannot venture a crude fiction for the fear that 
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it may ripen into a truth upon the voyage. What 
a wild improbable banter I put upon you some 
three years since——of Will Weatherall having 
married a servant-maid! I remember gravely con- 
sulting you how we were to receive her—for Will’s 
wife was in no case to be rejected ; and your no less 
serious replication in the matter ; how tenderly you 
advised an abstemious introduction of literary topics 
before the lady, with a caution not to be too forward 
in bringing on the carpet matters more within the 
sphere of her intelligence; your deliberate judg- 
ment, or rather wise suspension of sentence, how 
far jacks, and spits, and mops, could with propriety 
be introduced as subjects; whether the conscious 
avoiding of all such matters in discourse would not 
have a worse look than the taking of them casually 
in our way; in what manner we should carry our- 
selves to our maid Becky, Mrs. William Weatherall 
being by; whether we should show more delicacy, 
and a truer sense of respect for Will’s wife, by treat- 
ing Becky with our customary chiding before her, 
or by an unusual deferential civility paid to Becky 
as to a person of great worth, but thrown by the 
caprice of fate into a humble station. There were 
difficulties, I remember, on both sides, which you 
did me the favour to state with the precision of a 
| R 
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lawyer, united to the tenderness of a friend. I 
laughed in my sleeve at your solemn pleadings, when 
lo! while I was valuing myself upon this flam put 
upon you in New South Wales, the devil in Eng- 
land, jealous possibly of any hie-children not his own, 
or working after my copy, has actually instigated 
our friend (not three days since) to the commission 
of a matrimony, which I had only conjured up for 
your diversion. William Weatherall has married 
Mrs, Cotterel’s maid. But to take it in its truest 
sense, you will see, my dear F., that news from me 
must become history to you; which I neither pro- 
feas to write, nor indeed care much for reading. 
No person, under a diviner, can with any prospect 
of veracity conduct a correspondence ‘at such an 
arm’s length. ‘Two prophets, indeed, might thus 
interchange intelligence with effect ; the epoch of 
the writer (Habbakuk) falling in‘ with the true pre- 
pent time of the receiver (Daniel); but then we are 
no prophets. — 

Then as to sentiment. It fares little better with 
that. This kind of dish, above all, requires to be 
served up hot; or sent off in water-plates, that your 
friend may have it almost as warm as yourself. If 
it have time to cool, it is the most tasteless of all 
cold meats, I have often smiled at a conceit of the 
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late Lord C. It seems that travelling somewhere 
about Geneva, he came to some pretty green spot, 
or nook, where a willow, or something, hung so fan- 
tastically and inyitingly over a stream—was it ?—or 
a rock?—no matter—but the stillness and the re- 
pose, after a weary journey ‘tis likely, in a languid 
moment of his lordship’s hot restless life, so took 
his fancy, that he could imagine no place so proper, 
in the event of his death, to lay his bones in. This 
was all very natural and excusable as a sentiment, 
and shows his character in a. very pleasing light. 
But when from.a passing sentiment.it came to be 
an act >. and when, by a positive testamentary dis- 
posal, his remains were actually carried all that way 
from England ; who was there, some desperate sen- 
timentalists excepted, that did not ask the question, 
Why could pot hig lordship have found a spot as 
solitary, a nook as romantic, a tree as green and 
pendent, with a stream as emblematic to his purpose, 
in. Surrey, in Dorset, or in Devon? Conceive the 
sentiment boarded up, freighted, entered at the 
Custom, House (startling the tide-waiters with the 
novelty), hoisted into a ship. Conceive it pawed 
about and handled between the rude, jests of tar- 
paulin ruffians—a thing of its delicate texture—the 
salt bilge wetting it till it became as vapid as a da- 
R2 
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maged lustring. Suppose it in material danger 
(mariners have some superstition about sentiments) 
of being tossed over in a fresh gale to some pro- 
pitiatory shark (spirit of Saint Gothard, save us 
from a quietus so foreign to the deviser’s purpose !) 
but it has happily evaded a fishy consummation. 
Trace it then to its lucky landing—at Lyons shall 
we say ?—I have not the map before me—jostled 
upon four men’s shoulders—baiting at this town— 
stopping to refresh at tother village—waiting a 
passport here, a license’ there; the sanction of the 
magistracy in this district, the concurrence of the 
ecclesiastics in that canton; till at length it arrives 
at its destination, tired out and jaded, from a brisk 
sentiment, into a feature of silly pride or tawdry 
senseless affectation. How few sentiments, my dear 
F., I am afraid we can set down, in the sailor’s 
phrase, as quite sea-worthy. 

Lastly, as to the agreeable levities, which, though 
contemptible in bulk, are the twinkling corpuscula 
which should irradiate a right friendly epistle— 
your puns and small jests are, I apprehend, ex- 
tremely circumscribed in their sphere of action. 
They are so far from a capacity of being packed 
up and sent beyond sea, they will scarce endure to 
be transported by hand from this room to the next. 
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Their vigour is as the instant of their birth 

Their nutriment for their brief existence is the in- 
tellectual atmosphere of the by-standers: or this 
last, is the fine slime of Nilus—the melior lutus,— 
whose maternal recipiency is as necessary as the sol 
pater to their equivocal generation. A pun hath a 
hearty*kind of present ear-kissing smack with it; 
you can no more transmit it in its pristine flavour, 
than you can send a kiss—Have you not tried in 
some instances to palm off a yesterday’s pun upon a 
gentleman, and has it answered? Not but it was 
new to his hearing, but it did not seem to come new 
from you. It did not hitch in. It was like picking 
up at a village ale-house a two days old newspaper. 
You have not seen it before, but you resent the 
stale thing as an affront. ‘This sort of merchandise 
above all requires a quick return. A pun, and its 
recognitory laugh, must be co-instantaneous. The 
one is the brisk lightning, the other the fierce thun- 
der. A moment’s interval, and the link is snapped. 
A pun is reflected from a friend’s face as from a 
mirror. Who would consult his sweet visnomy, if 
the polished surface were two or three minutes (not 
to speak of twelve-months, my dear F.) in giving 
back its copy ? 


I cannot image to myself whereabout you are. 
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When I try to fix it, Peter Wilkins’s island comes 
across me. Sometimes you seem to bein the Hades 
of Thieves. I see Diogenes prying among you with 
his perpetual fruitless lantern. What must you be 
willing by this time to give for the sight of an honest 
man! You must almost have forgotten how we 
look. And tell me, what your Sydneyites do? are 
they th**v*ng all day long? Merciful heaven! 
what property can stand against such a depredation ! 
The kangaroos—your Aborigines—do they keep 
their primitive simplicity un-Europe-tainted, with 
those little short fore-puds, looking like a lesson 
framed by nature to the pickpocket! Marry, for 
diving into fobs they are rather lamely provided a 
priori; but if the hue and cry were once up, they 
would show as fair a pair of hind-shifters as the ex- 
pertest loco-motor in the colony.—We hear the 
most improbable tales at this distance. Pray, is it 
true that, the young Spartans among you are born 
with six fingers, which spoils their. scanning ?—It 
must look very odd; but use reconciles. For their 
scansion, it is less to be regretted, for if they take it 
into their heads to be poets, it is odds but they turn 
out, the greater part of them, vile plagiarists.—Is 
there much difference to see to between the son of & 
th**f, and the grandson? or where does the taint 
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stop? Do yow bleach in three or in four genera 
tions?—I have many questions to put, but ten 
Delphic voyages can be made in a shorter time than 
it will take to satisfy my scruples.—Do you grow 
your own hemp?— What is your staple trade, ex- 
clusive of the national profession, I mean? Your 
lock-smiths, I take it, are some 2 of your great capl- 
talists. 

I am insensibly chatting to you as familiarly as 
when we used to exchange good-morrows out of our 
old ¢ontiguous windows, m pump-famed Hare- 
court in the Temple. Why did you ever leave that 
quiet corner ?—Why did I ?—with its complement 
of four poor elms, from whose smoke-dyed barks, 
the theme of jesting ruralists, I picked my first 
lady-birds! My heart is as dry as that spring 
sometimes proves in a thirsty August, when I re- 
vert to the space that is between us; a length of 
passage enough to render obsolete the phrases of 
our English letters before they can reach you. But 
while I talk, I think you hear ee aed 
ing wah vain surmise— — 


Aye me! while thee the s seas sand sounding shores | 
‘Hold far away.-) 


“4 
\ ees er 


Come back, before I am grown ‘into a very old 
man, so as you shall hardly know ‘me.’ Come, 


Stic ah SHE Lie a ga? 
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before Bridget walks on crutches. Gurls whom you 
left children have become sage matrons, while you 
are tarrying there. The blooming Miss W—r (you 
remember Sally W—r) called upon us yesterday, 
an aged crone. Folks, whom you knew, die off 
every year. Formerly, I thought that death was 
_ wearing out,—I stood ramparted about with so 
many healthy frends. The departure of J. W., 
two springs back corrected my delusion. Since 
then the old divorcer has been busy. If you do 
not make haste to return, there will be little left to 
greet you, of me, or mine. 


‘THE PRAISE 


OF 


CHIMNEY-SWEEPERS. 


I LIKE to meet a sweep—understand me—not'a 
grown sweeper—old chimney-sweepers are by no 
means attractive—but one of those tender novices, 
blooming through their first nigritude, the maternal 
washings not quite effaced from the cheek—such as 
come forth with the dawn, or somewhat earlier, 
with their little professional notes sounding like the 
peep peep of a young sparrow; or-liker to the matin 
lark should I pronounce them, in their aerial ascents 
not seldom anticipating the sun-rise ? 

I have a kindly yearning toward these dim specks 
—poor blots—innocent blacknesses— 

I reverence these young Africans of our own 
growth—these almost clergy imps, who sport their 
cloth without assumption ; and from their little pul- 
pits (the tops of chimneys), in the nipping air of a 
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December morning, preach a lesson of patience to 
mankind. 

When a child, what a mysterious pleasure it was 
to witness their operation! to see a chit no bigger 
than one’s-self enter, one knew not by what process, 
into what seemed the fauces Averni—to pursue him 
in imagination, as he went sounding on through so 
many dark stifling caverns, horrid shades !—to shud- 
der with the idea that “ now, surely, he must be 
lost for ever !”—to revive at hearing his feeble shout 
of discovered day-light—and then (O fulness of de- 
light) running out of doors, to come just in time to 
see the sable phenomenon emerge in safety, the 
brandished weapon of his art victorious hke some 
flag waved over a conquered citadel! I seem to re- 
member having been told, that a bad sweep was 
once left in a stack with his brush, to indicate which 
way the wind blew. It was an awful spectacle cer- 
tainly; not much unlike the old stage direction im 
Macbeth, where the “ Apparition of a child crowned 
with a tree in his hand rises.” | 

Reader, if thou meetest one of these amall gentry 
in thy early rambles, it is good to give him a penny. 
It is better to give him two-penee., If it, be starving 
weather, and. to the proper troubles of his hard oc- 
cupation, a pair af kibed heels (no unugual accom- 
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paniment) be superadded, the demand on thy hu- 
manity will surely rise to a tester. 

There is a composition, the ground-wortk of which 
I have understood to be the sweet wood ’yclept sas- 
safras. This wood boiled down to a kind of tea, 
and tempered with an infusion of milk and sugar, 
hath to some tastes a delicacy beyond the China 
luxury. I know not how thy palate may relish it ; 
for myself, with every deference to the judicious 
Mr. Read, who hath time out of mind kept open a 
shop (the only one he avers in London) for the 
vending of this ‘“‘ wholesome and pleasant beverage, 
on the south side of Fleet-street, as thou approach- 
est Bridge-street—the only Salopian house,—TI have 
never yet adventured to dip my own particular lip 
in a basin of his commended ingredients—a cautious 
premonition to the olfactories constantly whispering 
to me, that my stomach must infallibly, with all due 
courtesy, decline it. Yet I have seen palates, other- 
wise not uninstructed in dietetical elegances, sup it 
up with avidity. | 

I know not by what particular conformation of 
the organ it happens, but I have ebways found that 
this composition is surprisingly ptatifyiip’ td the 
palate of a young chimney-swebper-whether the 
oily ‘particles (sassafras is slightly’ oleagindus) do 
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attenuate and soften the fuliginous concretions, which 
are sometimes found (in dissections) to adhere 
to the roof of the mouth in these unfledged practi- 
tioners; or whether Nature, sensible that she had 
mingled too much of bitter wood in the lot of these 
raw victims, caused to grow out of the earth her 
sassafras for a sweet lenitive—but so it is, that no 
possible taste or odour to the senses of a young 
chimney-sweeper can convey a delicate excitement 
comparable to this mixture. Being penniless, they 
will yet hang their black heads over the ascending 
steam, to gratify one sense if possible, seemingly no 
less pleased than those domestic animals—cats— 
when they purr over a new-found sprig of valerian. 
There is something more in these sympathies than 
philosophy can inculcate. 

Now albeit Mr. Read boasteth, not without rea- 
son, that his is the only Salopian house; yet be it 
known to thee, reader—if thou art one who keepest 
what are called good hours, thou art haply ignorant 
of the fact—he hath a race of industrious imitators, 
who from stalls, and under open sky, dispense the 
same savoury mess to humbler customers, at that 
dead time of the dawn, when (as extremes meet) 
the rake, reeling home from his midnight cups, and 
the hard-handed artisan leaving his bed to. resume 
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the premature labours of the day, jostle, not unfre- 
quently to the manifest disconcerting of the former, 
for the honours of the pavement. It is the time 
when, in summer, between the expired and the not 
yet relumined kitchen-fires, the kennels of our fair 
metropolis give forth their least satisfactory odours. 
The rake, who wisheth to dissipate his o’er-night 
vapours in more grateful coffee, curses the ungenial 
fume, as he passeth; but the artisan stops to taste, 
and blesses the fragrant breakfast. 

This is Saloop—the precocious herb-woman’s 
darling—the delight of the early gardener, who 
transports his smoking cabbages by break of day 
from Hammersmith to Covent-garden’s famed piaz- 
zas—the delight, and, oh I fear, too often the envy, 
of the unpennied sweep. Him shouldest thou haply 
encounter, with his dim visage pendent over the 
grateful steam, regale him with a sumptuous basin 
(it will cost thee but three half-pennies) and a slice 
of delicate bread and butter (an added halfpenny) 
—so may thy culinary fires, eased of the o’er-charged 
secretions from thy worse-placed hospitalities, curl 
up a lighter volume to the welkin—so may the de- 
scending soot never taint thy costly well-ingredienced 
soups—nor the odious cry, quick-reaching from 
street to street, of the fired-chimney, invite the rat- 
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tling engines from ten adjacent parishes, to disturb 
for a casual scintillation thy peace and pocket ! 

I am by nature extremely susceptible of street 
affronts ; the jeers and taunts of the populace; the 
low-bred triumph they display over the casual trip, 
or splashed stocking, of a gentleman. Yet can I 
endure the jocularity of a young sweep with some- 
thing more than forgiveness—lIn the last winter 
but one, pacing along Cheapside with my accus- 
tomed precipitation when I walk westward, a trea- 
cherous slide brought me upon my back in an in- 
stant. I scrambled up with pain and shame enough 
—yet outwardly trying to face it down, as if nothing 
had happened—whén the roguish grin of one of 
these young wits encountered me. There he stood, 
pointing me out with his dusky finger to the mob, 
and to a poor woman (I suppose his mother) in par- 
ticular, till the tears for the exquisiteness of the fun 
(so he thought it) worked themselves out at the 
corners of his poor red eyes, red from many a previous 
weeping, and soot-inflamed, yet twinkling through 
all with such a joy, snatched out of desolation, that 
Hogarth but Hogarth. has got him. already 
(how could he miss him?) in the March to; Finch- 
ley, grinning at the pye-man,;——there he stood, as 
he stands in the picture, irremovable, as if the jest 
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was to last for ever-——with such a maximum of glee, 
and minimum of mischief, in his mirth—for the 
grin of a genuine sweep hath absolutely no malice 
in it—that I could have been content, if the honour 
of a gentleman might endure it, to have remained 
his butt and his mockery till midnight. 

I am by theory obdurate to the seductiveness of 
what are called a fine set of teeth. Every pair of 
rosy lips (the ladies must pardon me) 1s a casket, 
presumably holding such jewels; but, methinks, 
they should take leave to “ air” them as frugally as 
possible. The fine lady, or fine gentleman, who 
show me their teeth, show me bones. Yet must I 
confess, that from the mouth of a true sweep a dis- 
play (even to ostentation) of those white and shining 
ossifications, strikes me as an agreeable anomaly in 
manners, and an allowable piece of foppery. It is, 
as when 

A sable cloud 
Turns forth her silver lining on the night. 
It is like some remnant of gentry not quite extinct ; 
a badge of better days; a hint of nobility:—and, 
doubtless, under the obscuring darkness and double 
night of their forlorn disguisement, oftentimes lurk- 
eth good blood, and gentle conditions, derived from 
lost ancestry, and a lapsed pedigree. The prema- 
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ture apprenticements of these tender victims give 
but too much encouragement, I fear, to clandestine, 
and almost infantile abductions; the seeds of ciyility, 
and true courtesy, so often discernible in these. 
young grafts (not otherwise to be accounted for) 
plainly hint at some forced adoptions; many. noble 
Rachels mourning for their children, even in our 
days, countenance the fact ; the tales of fairy-spirit- 
ing may shadow a lamentable verity, and the reco; 
very of the young Montagu be but a solitary in= 
stance of good fortune, out of many irreparable and 
hopeless defilzations. : 

In one of the state-beds at Arundel Castle, a few 
years since—under. a ducal canopy—(that seat, of 
the Howards is an object of. curiosity to visitors, 
chiefly for its beds, i in which the late duke was espe-, 
cially a connoisseur)—encircled with curtains of dee. 
licatest crimson, with starry coronets inwoven—falded,_ 
between a pair of sheets whiter and softer than the . 
lap where Venus lulled Ascanius—was discovered 
by chance, after all methods of search had failed, at 
noon-day, fast asleep, a lost .chimney-sweeper. The. 
little creature, having somehow confounded his pas- | 
sage among the intricacies of those lordly chimneys, 
by some unknown aperture had alighted upon. this 
magnificent: chamber ;_ and, tired with his tedious 
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explorations, was unable to resist the delicious in- 
vitement to repose, which he there saw exhibited ; 
so, creeping between the sheets very quietly, laid 
his black head upon the pillow, and slept like a 
young Howard. | 

Such is the account given to the visitors at the 
Castle-—But I cannot help seeming .to perceive a 
confirmation of what I have just hinted at in this 
story. A high instinct was at work in the case, or 
I am mistaken. Is it probable that a poor child of 
that description, with whatever weariness he might 
be visited, would have ventured, under such a 
penalty, as he would be taught to expect, to un- 
cover the sheets of a Duke’s bed, and deliberately 
to lay himself down between them, when the rug, 
or the carpet, presented an obvious couch, still far 
above his pretensions—is this probable, I would 
ask, if the great power of nature, which I contend 
for, had not been manifested within him, prompting 
,to the adventure? Doubtless this young noble- 
man (for such my mind misgives me that he must 
be) was allured by some memory, not amounting to 
full consciousness, of his condition in infancy, when 
he was used to be lapt by his mother, or his nurse, 
in just such sheets as he there found, into which he 
was now but creeping back as into his proper incu- 

s 
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nabula, and resting-place.—By no other theory, 
than by this sentiment of a pre-existent state (as I 
may call it), can I explain a deed so venturous, . 
and, indeed, upon any other system, so. indecorous,. 
in this tender, but unseasonable, sleepers. . — 
My pleasant friend Jem WHITE was so arweased 
with a belief of metamorphoses like this frequently 
taking place, that im some sort to reverse the wrongs 
of fortune in these poor changelings, he instituted. 
an annual feast of chimney-sweepers, at which. it. 
was his pleasure to officiate as host.and waiter, it . 
was a solemn supper held in Swjithfield, upon, the. . 
yearly return of the fair of St. Bartholomew. Cards. 
were issued. a week before to the master-sweepe in... 
and about the metropolis, confining the invitation to 
their younger fry. Now and then an elderly :strip-.. 
ling would get m among us, and be good-naturedly 
winked at; but our main body were infantry. -Qne’ 
unfortunate wight, indeed, who, relying. upoa his: 
dusky suit, had intruded himself inte dur, party,. 
but by tokens was proyidentially discovered. in ‘tame! 
to be ne chimney-sweeper (all is not seot which Jodks. . 
so), was quoited out of the presence. with universal. . 
indignation,,as not having on the wedding garment; 
but in. genergl the.greatest harmony prevailed... The 
place chosen, was a.convenient spot among: the pews, 
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at: thé north side of the fair, not-so: far‘ distant’ as to’ 
bé impervious ‘to the agreeable hubbub: of that 
vanity; but remote enough not to be obvious to the 
imerruption of every gaping spectator in it.‘ The 
guests assembled about seven. In those’ little tem- 
porary parlours three tables were spread with napery, 
not so fine as substantial,and: at every board a. 
comely ‘hostess presided’ with her pan of hissing: 
szusages. The nostrils of the' young rogues dilated 
at''the savour. James WuHitTr, as head waiter,’ 
had charge‘of the first table ; and myself, with’ our 
trusty companion Brcop, ' ordinarily ministered: to 
the other two: ‘Fhere was clambering and jostling, - 
you tidy‘ be sine,‘ who should get at the first table 
—for Rochester in his ittaddest days'vould not have 
done''the humours of the scene with more’ spirit 
thew my fridnd. After. some peneral expression of’ 
thatiks for the honour the company had’ doe. him, 
hig: inaugural’ ceremotty wes to clisp the preasy 
waist of old: dame Ursula (the fattest’ of’ the three), 
that: stood) frying and’ fretting, halfblessing,’ half- 
cursing ‘*S: the’ gentleman,” and imprint: upon’ her 
chaste ‘lips a’ tendér salute, wherest thé ‘universal’ 
host: would setup a shout ‘that toré the ‘conedve, 
whilé hundveds of grinning: teeth startled the night 
with ther brightness. O it was a’ pleasure to sec 
s 2 


260 THE PRAISE OF CHIMNEY-SWEEPERS. 


the sable younkers lick in the unctuous meat, with 
his more unctuous -sayings—how he would fit’ the 
tit bits to the puny mouths, reserving the Tengthiet 
links for the seniors—how he would intercept a 
morsel even in the jaws'of some young desperado, 
declaring it “ must to the pan again to be browned, | 
for it was not. fit for a gentleman’s eating’ —how he 
would recommend this slice .of white bread, or that 
piece of kissing-orust, tp a tender, juvenile, advising 
them all to have a .care of .cra¢king, their, teeth, 
which, were their best patrimony,—how genteelly 
he would deal about the small ale, as, if, it were wine, 
naming the brewer, and protesting, # It were, not 
good, he should lose their custom ; with a special 
recommendation to wipe the lip before drinking. 
Then we had our toasts—‘“ The King,”—the 
‘* Cloth,”"—which, whether they understood or not, 
was equally diverting and flattering ;—and for a 
crowning sentiment, which never failed, “‘ May the 
Brush supersede the Laurel.” All these, and fifty 
other fancies, which were rather felt than compre- 
hended by his guests, would he utter, standing upon 
tables, and prefacing every sentiment with a “ Gen- 
_ tlemen, give me leave to propose so and so,” which 
was a prodigious comfort to those young orphans ; 
every now and then stuffing into his mouth (for it 
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did not do to be squeamish on, these occasions) in- 
discriminate pieces of those reeking sausages, which 
pleased them mightily, and was the savouriest part, 
you may believe, of the entertainment. a 
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‘James Wirt’ is: extinct,’ and with: him these 
suppers have long cbased.'' He carried away with 
him half the fin of the world when he died—of my 
world at least. ‘His old clients Jook for him among 
' hare ‘anid, missing him, reproach the altered 
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A COMPLAINT 
- OF THE | 
DECAY OF BEGGARS 


IN THE METROPOLIS. 
a 


Tue all-sweeping besom of societarian reformation 
—your only modern Alcides’ club to rid_the’ time 
of its abuses—is uplift with many-handed sway to 
extirpate the last fluttering tatters’ of the bugbear 
Mennpicity from the metropolis. Scrips,. wallets, 
bags—staves, dogs, and crutches—the. whole. men- 
dicant fraternity with all their baggage. .are-. fast 
posting out. of the purlieus of this eleventh. pergp- 
cution. From the crowded crossing, from thé ¢arners 
of streets and turnings of allies, the parting: Genius 
of Beggary is *‘ with sighing sent.”2 28 a) 

I do not approve of this whalesale going to.work, 
this impertinent crusado, or bellum ad extermina- 
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tionem, proclaimed against a species. Much good 
might be sucked from these Beggars. 

They were the oldest and the honourablest form 
of pauperism. Their appeals were to our common 
nature ; less revolting to an ingenuous mind than to 
be.a suppliant to the particular humours or caprice 
of any fellow-creature, or set of fellow-creatures, 
parochial or societarian. Theirs were the only 
rates uninvidious in the levy, ungrudged in the 
assessment. . 

There was a dignity springing from the very 
depth of their desolation; as to be naked 1s to be 
so much nearer to the being a man, than to go in 
livery.’ . 

‘The greatest spirits have felt this in their re- 
verses; .and when Dionysius from king turned 
schoolmaster, do we feel any thing towards him but 
contempt? Could Vandyke have made a picture 
of him, swaying a-ferula for a sceptre, which would 
have affected qur minds with the same heroic pity, 
the sprie compassionate admiration, with which we 
regtird his Belisarius begping for an obotum ? W ould 
the moral have been more graceful, more pathetic ? 

The Blind Beggar in the legend—the father of 
pretty Bessy—whose story doggrel rhymes and ale- 
house signs cannot so degrade or attenuate, but that 
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some, sparks. of a;lustrous spizit wall. shiweithrouigh 
the disguisements-—-this noble Earl of. Cornwath(as 
indeed -he iwas):.and memorable : sport: of: fanturie, 
fleeing. frova the wnjust, sentence .of his liege totd, 
stript of all, and seated.on the flowering: igneemiof 
Bethnal; with his more fresh: and springing daugiiter 
by: his side, iluminaag bis rags: and ‘his béggarh«4 
would the child and parent.have cut.a better figure) 
daing the honours. of a: counter, ior iexpiating thdéwr 
fallen condition upon: the threeifootemimence; of 
some sempstering shop-beard Pri Rigniae octet 

. In. tale or history your Beggar iia ever the just 
iaitpacie to your: King:! The poets; aad romancicah 
writers (as dear Margaret Newcastle tould: caik 
them). when they would mest sharply and éeehingly 
paint a reverse of fortune, never stop till they: have 
brought down they heroin good earnest to rags ard 
the wallet., The. depth of the deseent illistsates:the 
height he falls from... There. is'ne, medium whic 
can. be .presented, to tthe imagination witheut:eftences 
There,as pe breaking the: fall.:; Lear, thrown frida; 
his. palace, musk divest him. of his gumpents; till. he 
anpyer “Smere Apture;” and Cresseid, fallen: front 
a. prince’s. love,| must, exterid her- pale- arms; pale. 
with, other, whiteness than of beauty, sapplicating 
lazar alms with) bell. and clap-dish. fs oe ie. aes 
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Uy (thd (Laeiin! wits knew this-very Wwell;:and, with 
a chtavarse’ poh¢y,. when they would express ‘scorn 
pd gnedtriesst-without the -pity, they show ‘us an 
Alekander in: the on mee or a Semi- 
‘rams getting’ up foul linen. : 

1 Blow would it:sound in ze thata om sanoucel 
had: decliried ‘his: affections: upon the daughter of a 
baker! -yet do we feel the imagination at all violated 
when : we:'read the: true ballad,” where King 
Cophetua:wooes the beggar maid? 

Pauperism, pauper, ‘peor! man, are expressions of 
pity, but pity alloyed with:contempt.: No one pro- 
perly contenkms:a beggar. Paverty1s‘a:comparative 
fing};!and each degree of it’ is mocked by its 
“inaighbour grice.”'- Its: poor:rents and’ comings-in 
are:: boon! suanmed up:and: told. «Its pretences to 
property are almost:ludicrous..' Its -pitiful attempts 
to!save excite a‘ smile. .: Hvery scornful companion 
ean: ‘weigh ‘his trifle-bigget purse against it! Poor 
man septoaches poor wan in the! streets with im- 
politic’ mention of! his ‘condition, -his‘own being a 
shade'better,: while the rich ‘pass by and jeer at both. 
No raseally: comparative insults a Beggar; or thinks 
of: weighing’ ::purses' with hint ‘He 4s not ih ‘the 
seale: of comparison. He is not: under ‘thé 'mea- 
sure of property. He ‘confessedly hath none, any 
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more than a dog or « sheep. No one 'twitteth 
hmm with ostentation above his means. Ne one acy 
cuses him of pride, or upbraideth him with mocks 
humility. None jostle with him for the wall, or 
pick quarrels for precedency. No wealthy neigh- 
bour seeketh to eject him from his tenement. No 
man sues him. No man goes to jaw with him. ' [f 
I were not the independent gentleman that I am, 
rather than I would be a retainer ‘to the great, a led 
captain, or a poor relation, I would choose, out of 
the delicacy and true greatness of. my mind, to be A 
Beggar. | 1“ 

Rags, which are the reproach of poverty, are thd 
Beggar’s robes, and graceful insignia of his pro- 
fession, his tenure, his full dress, the suit in which 
he is expected to show himself in public. He is 
never out of the fashion, or limpeth awkwardly be- 
hind it. He is not required to.put on court mourn- 
ing. He weareth all.colours, fearing none. His. 
costume hath -undergone less change than the 
Quaker’s. He is the.only man in the universe: who. 
is not obliged to study appearances.' The ups and 
downs of the world concern him no longer. He 
alone continueth in one stay. The.price of. stock or 
land affecteth ‘him not. ‘The fluetuations of agri- 
cultural.er commercial prosperity touch him not, or 
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at worst but change:his customers. He is‘not:ex-: 
pected to, become bail -or -surety for any one. No 
man troubleth him with questioning his religion or 
politics. He is the only free man in the universe. 

The Mendicants of this great city were so many 
of:her sights, her lions. I can no more spare them 
than I could the Cnes.of London. No corner -of 
a street 1s complete without. them.. They are as 
indispensable .as the, Ballad. Singer; and in their 
pictaxesque.attire,as ornamental as the Signs.of ald 
London. They were.the standing morals, emblems, 
mementos, dial-mottos, the spital sermons, the: books 
for. children, the salutary. checks.and pauses. to. the 
ee and — tide of greasy citizenry — 


Look. 
“Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there. 


j 
7 t 


ol 
Above all, thase. old blind Tobits that vied to line 
the wall of Lincoln’s Inn Garden, before modern 
faptidiousness had expelled them, casting up their 
rvined-orba to catch a ray of pity, and (if possible) 
of ght, with thew faithful Dog Guide.at their feet, 
whither are they fled ? or into what corners, blind 
as themselves, haxe they.been driven, out. of. the 
wholesome air and sun-warmth ? immersed between 
four. walls; in what . withering . poorrheuse. da. they 
endure the penalty of double darkness, where the 
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chink of the dropt half-penny np more consoles. their 
forlorn bereavemert, far from’ the: sound -of' the’ 
cheerful and hope-stirring tread of the passenger ? 
Where hang their useless-staves ?: and. who will farm 
their dogs?—Have the overseers of St. L— 
caused them to--be -shot?: or were they tied: up in 
sacks, and dropt into the Thames, at'the’ saicgestion 
of B , the mild. Rector of --—.2::.- wo 
Well fare the soul of ufastidious Vincetit Botiine, 
most classical, and-at the. same: time, moat, Enghsh, 
of the Latinists!—whio his’ treated ‘of this ‘Kuban 
and quadrupedal alliance, this dog and man friend- 
‘ship, in the sweetest of his poems, the Epitaphium 
in Canem, or, Dog's Epitaph. :.Readery: peruse it ; 
and say, if customary sights, which could “call up 
such gentle poetry .as. this, were of. 8, natawe to do 
more harm or: good to the moral sentie’ of the 
passengers through the daily thoroughfare of a 
vast and busy metropolis. Meee tne : 
Pauperia hic Ini requjeoco Lyciocua herlit,9., 


Dum vixi, tutela vigil columenque senecte, awe , 
Dux ceco fidus : Reta me.ducente, solebat, — Seb gated 
Pretenso hinc atque, hinc hacula, per i wa loqoran iw 
Incertam explorare viam ; sed fila secutus, 
Quie dubios regerent passe, vestigia tute z siti 
Fixit inoffenso BHRASY 3. gelidunque sedile, cig Pah 
In nydo nactus saxo, qui pratereyntium, ae ae 
Unda frequens confluxit,,ibi miseriaque tenebras__ edt 
Lamentis, noctemque oculis ploravit obortam. 
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+o SPlgrehvtt hes Eriustral Uollith’ dbilit ‘alter et alter, 2 8 4" 


«15 (QRS bonrie st by viaialosared iaaa easel Le 
Ad latus interga jacuj sopitus herile, 


” “Wel thettlis vigil in'sottinis; ad herifia juga °° 
sie 1 Mubboqnestqne aniaucs srrpps, seu. frustula amiog. i. 
Porgexit ue dapes, seu longadiei —. | 
Ries perpessus, reditum sub ndctée parabat. 
-- Hi motey hice vita fait; dum feta sinebant; © «LC. 
oe : Dai neque languebam moxhis, nec inerte senecta ; 
" Quée tandem obrepsit, veterique satellitececum 
Orbavit dominum:: prisct! sed’ geatin facti 
Ne tota intereat, longos delete per annos, 
-” Exiguum hunc frus tumulum de cespite fecit, 
'- Etgl inbpli; woh 2oytates, enemuscils, Gextre; . 
. signal e, breyi, dominumque canemque, 


od memoret, fidumque canem domannena benignum. — 


i 


é 
: . c. 
fal Rtas atl ogay tou ke Ete s hl , * oa "ha aoete 


‘Poor Irgs’ faithful wolf-d ‘igs I lie, SS 

‘hat wont to ted my old blind master’s steps, 
"His geide and gobrd ; ‘woz, while my ‘service lasted, 
. Had he occasion for that staff, with which = 


7 a 


He now goes picking out his path-in fear = 
43 + iOwer the highways and ‘¢rossitigs ¢ ‘but wool] = 
, Safe in the cenduct of my, friendly, string, ., 
A firm foot forward still, till he had reach’d 
+! His poor seat on some stone, nigh where the'tidé > 

Of passers by in thickest conflnenge flow’: cb 
To whom with loud and passionate laments 

From morn to eve his dark estate he wail’d. 

_ Nor wail’d to all in vain: sonte‘here atid there, 
' The well-disposed and‘ good, their pennies gave.” 


a ‘ 
atest? 


gti 


I meantime at his feet obsequious skept;*“" * ose 

Not all-asleep in éleep, ‘but heart and ear . SH ae aie 
Prick’d up at his least motion ; ‘to receive’ 
At his kind hand my ehitomary dturhs, * ep eee: 


And common poftiori iti-his feast of scraps" 
Or when night warn’d is homiewstd, ‘tired and oa 


ys 


With our long day amid tedious ‘beggaty. eee aa 
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These were my manners, this my way of lif. 9! 
Till age and slow disease me overtook, : 

And sever’d from my sightless master’s side. 7 
But lest the grace of so good deeds should die, 2 §' 
Through tract of years in mute oblivion lost, a 

This slender tomb of turf hath Irus reared, 

Cheap monument of no ungrudging hand, 

And with short verse inscribed it, to attest, 

In long and lasting union to attest, 

The virtues of the Beggar and his cd 


These dim eyes oe in vain see for seme 
months past a well-known figure, or part of the: 
figure, of a man, who used to glide his comely. upper -: 
half over the pavements of London, wheeling along: , 
with most ingenious celerity upon a. machine of.’ 
‘wood; # spectacle to natives, to foreigners, and to: / 
children. He was of a robust make, with aiflorid: ; 
sailor-like complexion, and his: head: was bare to the’! 
storm and sunshine. He was a natural curiosity, 2: 
speculation to.the scientific, a predigy to the simple: :: 
The infant would stare at the mighty man ‘brought. 
down to his own, level.,. The common eripple weuld. 
despise his own pusillanimity, viewing the hale stowts «. 
ness, and hearty heart, of this: half-lmbed- giant...” 
Few but must have noticed him; for the aceident,..: 
which brought him low, took place duriag the. riots ' 
of 1780, and he has. been a groundling so long, He 
seemed earth-born,,an Antseus, and to suek in. fresh 
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vigour from the soil which he neighboured. He 
was a grand fragment; as good as an Elgin marble. 
The nature, which should have recruited his reft 
legs and thighs, was not lost, but only retired into 
his upper parts, and he was half a Hercules. I 
heard a tremendous voice thundering and growling, 
as before an earthquake, and casting down my 
eyes, it was this mandrake reviling a steed that had 
started at his: portentous appearance.. He seemed 
to want but his just stature to:have rent the of- 
fendmg quadruped in shivers. He was as the mana. 
part of a: Centaur, from which: the horse-half had 
been eloven’ in some dire Lapithan controversy: 
He moved on, as' if he eould have made shift with 
yet half. ofthe body-portion. which was left him. 
The os sublime was not wanting ; and he threw out 
yet a:jolly countenance upon the heavens. Forty- 
and-two years had he driven this out of door trade; 
and now that his hair is grizzled in the service, but 
his: good spirits no way impaired, because‘he is not 
content to exchange his free air and: exercise for the 
restraimts of a poor-house, he is expidting his con- 
tumacy i: one of those houses (ironically christened) 
of Correction, 0 FF th 

- Wasa daily spectacle like this ‘td be ‘deemed a 
nuisance, which called for legal. interference to re- 
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move? or not rather a salutary and a touching 
object, to the passers-by in a great city? Among 
her shows, her museums, and supplies for ever- 
gaping curiosity (and what else but an accumula- 
tion of sights—endless sights—ss a great city; or 
for what else is it desirable?) was there not room 
for one Lusus (not Natura, indeed, but) Acci- 
dentium? What if in forty-and-two years’ gong 
about, the man had scraped together enough to give 
@ portion to his child (as the rumour ran) of a few 
hundreds—whom had he injured >—whom had he 
imposed upon? ‘The contributors had enjoyed their 
sight for their pennies. What if after being exposed 
all day to the heats, the rains, and the frosts of 
heaven—shuffling his ungainly trunk along in an 
elaborate and painful motion—he was enabled to 
retire at night to enjoy himself at a club of his fellow 
cripples over a dish of hot meat and vegetables, as 
the charge was gravely brought against him by a 
clergyman deposing before a House of Commons’ 
Committee—was this, or was his truly paternal con- 
sideration, which (if a fact) deserved a statue rather 
than a whipping-post, and is inconsistent at least 
with the exaggeration of nocturnal orgies which he 
has been slandered with—a reason that he should 
be deprived of his chosen, harmless, nay edifying, 
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way of life, and be committed .in ed age for a 
sturdy vagabond?—. 
_ There was a Yorick once, ian it seul na have 
shamed to have sate down. at the cripples’ feast, 
and to have thrown in his benediction, ay, and 
his mite too, for a companionable ee “ Age, 
thou hast lost thy breed." 

) Half of these stories about the ee fortunes 
made by begging are (I verily believe) misers’ ca- 
lumnies. . One was much. talked of in the public 
papers some time since, and the usual charitable in- 
ferences deduced. A elerk in the Bank was sur- 
prised with the announcement of a five hundred 
pound legacy left him by a.person whose name he 
was a stranger to... It seems that in his daily morn- 
ing walks from Peckham (or some village there- 
abouts) where he lived, to his office, it had been his 
practice for the last twenty years to drop his half- 
penny duly into the hat of some blind Bartimeus, 
that sate begging. alms by the way-side mn the. 
Borough. The good old beggar recognised his daily. 
benefactor by. the voice only.;, and, when he died, 
left all the amassings. of. his alms (that. had beep half 
a cenfury perhaps 1 in the accumulating) to his old. 
Bank friend. Was this a story ta purse up ‘people’ S 

ce, Oye Lrecvate 
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hearts, and pennies, against giving an alms to the 
blind?—or not rather a beautiful moral of well- 
directed charity on the one part, and noble gratitude 
upon the other ? 

I sometimes wish I had been that Bank clerk. 

I seem to remember a poor old grateful kind of 
creature, blinking, and looking up with his no eyes 
in the sun— 7 

Is it possible I could have steeled my purse 
against him ? 

Perhaps I had no small change. 

Reader, do not be frightened at the hard words, 
Imposition, imposture—give, and ask no questions. 
Cast thy bread upon the waters. Some have un- 
awares (like this Bank clerk) entertaimed angels. 

Shut not thy purse-strings always against painted 
distress. Act a. charity sometimes. When a poor 
creature (outwardly and visibly such) comes before 
thee, do not stay to inquire whether the “ seven 
small children,” in whose name he implores thy 
assistance, have a veritable existence. Rake not 
into the bowels of unwelcome truth, to save a half- 
penny. It is good to believe him. If he be not 
all that he pretendeth, give, and under a personate 
father of a family, think (if thou pleasest) that thou 
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hast relieved an indigent bachelor. When they 
come with their counterfeit looks, and mumping 
tones, think them players. You pay your money 
to see a comedian feign these things, which, con- 
cerning these poor people, thou canst not certainly 
tell whether they are feigned or not. 


T2 


A DISSERTATION 
UPON 


ROAST PIG. 


Manxrnp, says a Chinese manuscript, which my 
friend M. was obliging enough to read and explain 
to me, for the first seventy thousand ages ate their 
meat raw, clawing or biting it from the living ani- 
mal, just as they doin Abyssinia to thisday. This 
period is not obscurely hinted at by their great Con- 
fucius in the second chapter of his Mundane Muta- 
tions, where he designates a kind of golden age by 
the term Cho-fang, literally the Cooks’ holiday. The 
manuscript goes on to say, that the art of roasting, 
or rather broiling (which I take to be the elder 
brother) was accidentally discovered in the manner 
following.- ‘The swine-herd, Ho-ti, having gone out 
into the woods one morning, as his manner was, to 
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collect mast for his hogs, left his cottage in the care 
of his eldest son Bo-bo, a great lubberly boy, who 
being fond of playing with fire, as younkers of his 
age commonly are, let some sparks escape into a 
bundle of straw, which kindling quickly, spread the 
conflagration over every part of their poor mansion, 
till it was reduced to ashes. Together with the 
cottage (a sorry antediluvian make-shift of a build- 
ing, you may think it), what was of much more im- 
portance, a fine litter of new-farrowed pigs, no less 
than nine in number, perished. China pigs have 
_ been esteemed a luxury all over the East from the 
remotest periods that we read of. Bo-bo was in the 
utmost consternation, as you may think, not so 
much for the sake of the tenement, which his father 
and he could easily build up again with a few dry 
branches, and the labour of an hour or two, at any 
time, as for the loss of the pigs. While he was 
thinking what he should say to his father, and 
wringing his hands over the smoking remnants of 
one of those untimely sufferers, an odour assailed 
his nostrils, unlike any scent which he had before 
experienced. What could it proceed from ?—not 
from the burnt cottage—he had smelt that smell 
before—indeed this was by no means the first acci- 
dent of the: kind which had occurred ‘through the 
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negligence of this unlucky young fire-brand. Much 
less did it resemble that of any known herb, weed, 
or flower. A premonitory moistening at the same 
time overflowed his nether lip. He knew not what 
to think. He next stooped down to feel the pig, if 
there were any signs of life in it. He burnt his 
fingers, and to cool them he applied them in his 
booby fashion to his mouth. Some of the crums of 
the scorched skin had come away with his fingers, 
and for the first time in his life (in the world’s 
life indeed, for before him no man had known it) 
he tasted—crackling !_ Again he felt and fumbled.at 
the pig. It did not burn him so much now, still he 
licked his fingers from a sort of habit. The truth 
at length broke into his slow understanding, that it 
was the pig that smelt so, and the pig that tasted so 
delicious; and, surrendering himself up to the new- 
born pleasure, he fell to tearing up whole handfuls 
of the scorched skin with the flesh next it, and was 
cramming it down his throat in his beastly fashion, 
when his sire entered amid the smoking rafters, 
armed with retributory cudgel, and finding how 
affairs stood, began to rain blows upon. the young 
rogue’s shoulders, as thick as hail-stones, which 
Bo-bo heeded not any more than if they had been 
flies. The tickling pleasure, which he experienced 
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in his lower regions, had rendered him quite callous 
to any inconveniences he might feel in those remote 
quarters. His father might lay on, but he could 
not beat him from his pig, till he had fairly made 
an end of it, when, becoming a little more sensible 
of his situation, something like the following dia- 
logue ensued. 

“© You graceless whelp, what have you got there 
devouring ? Is it not enough that you have burnt 
me down three houses with your dog’s tricks, and 
be hanged to you, but you must be eating fire, and 
I know not what—what have you got there, I say?” 

“‘ O father, the pig, the pig, do come and taste 
how nice the burnt pig eats.” t 

The ears of Ho-ti tingled with horror. He cursed 
his ‘son, and he cursed himself that ever he should 
beget a son that should eat burnt pig. 

Bo-bo, whose scent was wonderfully sharpened 
since morning, soon raked out another pig, and 
fairly rending it asunder, thrust the lesser half by 
main force into the fists of Ho-ti, still shouting out 
“ Fat, eat, eat the burnt pig, father, only taste—O 
Lord,” —with such-like barbarous ejaculations, cram- 
mimg all the while as if he would choke. 

Ho-ti trembled every jomt while he grasped the 
abominable thmg, wavering whether he should not 
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put his son to death for an unnatural young monster, 
when the crackling scorching his fingers, as it had 
done his son’s, and applying the same remedy to 
them, he in his turn tasted some of its flavour, which, 
make what sour mouths he would for a pretence, 
proved not altogether displeasing to him. In con-. 
clusion (for the manuscript here 1s a little tedious) 
both father and son fairly sat down to the mess, and 
never left off till they had despatched all that re- 
mained of the litter. 

Bo-bo was strictly enjoined not to let the secret 
escape, for the neighbours would certainly have 
stoned them for a couple of abominable wretches, 
who could think of improving upon the good meat 
which God had sent them. Nevertheless, strange 
stories got about. It was observed that Ho-ti’s cot- 
tage was burnt down now more frequently than 
ever. Nothing but fires from this time forward. 
Some would break out in broad day, others in the 
night-time. As often as the sow farrowed, so sure 
was the house of Ho-ti to be in a blaze; and Ho-ti 
himself, which was the more remarkable, instead of 
chastising his son, seemed to grow more indulgent 
to him than ever, At length they were watched, 
the terrible mystery discoverell, and father and son 
summoned to take their trial at Pekin, then an in- 
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considerable assize town. Evidence was given, the 
obnoxious food itself produced in court, and verdict 
about to be pronounced, when the foreman of the 
jury begged that some of the burnt pig, of which 
the culprits stood accused, might be handed into the 
box. He handled it, and they all handled it, and 
burning their fingers, as Bo-bo and his father had 
done before them, and nature prompting to each of 
them the same remedy, against the face of all the 
facts, and the clearest charge which judge had ever 
given,—to the surprise of the whole court, townsfolk, 
strangers, reporters, and all present—without leaving 
the box, or any manner of consultation whatever, they 
brought in a simultaneous verdict of Not Guilty. 
The judge, who was a shrewd fellow, winked at 
the manifest iniquity of the decision ; and, when the 
court was dismissed, went privily, and bought up 
all the pigs that could be had for love or money. 
In a few days his Lordship’s town house was ob- 
served to be on fire. The thing took wing, and 
now there was nothing to be seen but fires in every 
direction. Fuel and pigs grew enormously dear all 
over the district. The insurance offices one and 
all shut up shop. People built slighter and slighter 
every day, until it was feared that the very science 
of architecture would in no long time be lost to the 
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world. Thus this custom of firing houses con- 
tinued, till in process of time, says my manuscript, 
a sage arose, like our Locke, who made a discovery, 
that the flesh of swine, or mdeed of any other ani- 
mal, might be cooked (burnt, as they called it) 
without the necessity of consuming a whole house to 
dress it. Then first began the rude form of a grid- 
iron. Roasting by the string, or spit, came in a 
century or two later, I forget m whose dynasty. 
By such slow degrees, concludes the manuscript, do 
the most useful, and seemingly the most obvious 
arts, make their way among mankind.—— 

Without placing too implicit faith in the account 
above given, it must be agreed, that if a worthy pre- 
text for so dangerous an experiment as setting 
houses on fire (especially in these days) could be 
assigned in favour of any culinary object, that pre- 
text and excuse might be found m Roast Pic. 

Of all the delicacies m the whole mundus edibilis, 
I will maintain it to be the most delicate—princeps 
obsoniorum. 

I speak not of your grown porkers—things be- 
tween pig and pork—those hobbydehoys —but a 
young and tender suckling—under a moon old— 
guiltless as yet of the sty—with no original speck 
of the amor immunditice, the hereditary failing of 
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the first parent, yet manifest—his voice as yet 
not broken, but something between a childish treble, 
and a grumble—the mild forerunner, or praiedium, 
of a grunt. 

He must be roasted. 1 am not ignorant that 
our ancestors ate them seethed, or boiled—but what 
a sacrifice of the exterior tegument! 

There is no flavour comparable, I will contend, 
to that of the crisp, tawny, well-watched, not over- 
roasted, crackling, as it is well called—the very 
teeth are invited to their share of the pleasure at 
this banquet m overcoming the coy, brittle resist- 
ance—with the adhesive oleaginous—O call it not 
fat—but an indefinable sweetness growing up to it 
——the tender blossoming of fat—fat cropped m the 
bud—taken in the shoot—in the first innocence— 
the cream and quintessence of the child-pig’s yet pure 
food the lean, no lean, but a kind of animal 
manna—or, rather, fat and lean (if it must be so) 30 
blended and running into each other, that both to- 
gether make but one ambrosian result, or common 


substance. 

Behold him, while he is doing—it seemeth rather 
a refreshing warmth, than a scorchmg heat, that he 
Is so passive to. How equably he twrleth round 
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the string !—Now he is just done. To see the ex- 
treme sensibility of that tender age, he hath wept 
out his pretty eyes—radiant jellies—shooting stars— 

See him in the dish, his second cradle, how meek 
he lieth!—wouldst thou have had this innocent 
grow up to the grossness and indocility which too 
often accompany maturer swinehood? Ten to one 
he would have proved a glutton, a sloven, an obsti- 
nate, disagreeable animal— wallowing in all manner 
of filthy conversation—from these sins he is happily 
snatched away— 

Ere sin could blight, or sorrow fade, 
Death came with timely care— 

his memory is odoriferous—no clown curseth, while 
his stomach half rejecteth, the rank bacon—no 
coalheaver bolteth him in reeking sausages—he hath 
a fair sepulchre in the grateful stomach of the ju- 
dicious epicure—and for such a tomb might be con- 
tent todie. _ : 

He is the best of Sapors. Pineapple is great. 
She is indeed almost too transcendent—a delight, 
if not sinful, yet so like to sinning, that really a ten- 
der-conscienced person would do well to pause— 
too ravishing for mortal taste, she woundeth and 
excoriateth the lips that approach her—like lovers’ 
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kisses, she biteth—she is a pleasure bordering on 
pain from the fierceness and insanity of her relish— 
but she stoppeth at the palate—she meddleth not 
with the appetite—and the coarsest hunger might 
barter her consistently for a mutton chop. 

Pig—let me speak his praise—is no less provoca- 
tive of the appetite, than he is satisfactory to the 
criticalness of the censorious palate. The strong 
man may batten on him, and the weakling refuseth 
not his mild juices. | 

Unlike to mankind’s mixed characters, a bundle 
of virtues and vices, inexplicably intertwisted, and 
not to be unravelled without hazard, he is— good 
throughout. No part of him is better or worse than 
another. He helpeth, as far as his little means 
extend, all around. He is the least envious of 
banquets. He is all neighbours’ fare. 

I am one of those, who freely and ungrudgingly 
impart a share of the good things of this life which 
fall to their lot (few as mime are in this kind) toa 
friend. I protest I take as great an interest in my 
friend’s pleasures, his relishes, and proper satisfac- 
tions, as in mine own. “ Presents,” I often say, 
‘s endear Absents.” Hares, pheasants, partridges, 
snipes, barn-door chickens (those “ tame villatic 
fowl”), capons, plovers, brawn, barrels of oysters, I 
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dispense as freely as I receive them. I love to taste’ 
them, as it were, upon the tongue of my friend. 
But 4 stop must be put somewhere. One would 
not, like Lear, “ give every thing.” I make my 
stand upon pig. Methinks it is an ingratitude to- 
the Giver of all good flavours, to extra-domiciliate, 
or send out of the house, slightingly, (under pre- 
text of friendship, or I know not what) a blessing 
so particularly adapted, predestined, I may say, to. 
my individual palate—It argues an insensibility. 

~ I remember a touch of conscience in this kind at 
school. My good old aunt, who never parted from 
me at the end of a holiday without stuffing a sweet- 
meat, or some nice thing, into my pocket, had dis- 
missed me one evening with a smoking pluin-cake, 
fresh from the oven. In my way to school (it was 
over London bridge) a grey-headed old beggar 
saluted me (I have no doubt at this time of day 
that he was a counterfeit). J had no pence to con- 
sole him with, and in the vanity of self-denial, and 
the very coxcombry of charity, school-boy-like, I 
made him a present ofthe whole cake! I walked 
on a little, buoyed up, a3 one is on such occasions, 
with a sweet soothing of self-satisfaction; but before 
I had got to the end of the bridge, my better feel- 
ings returned, and I burst into tears, thinking how. 
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ungrateful I had been to my good aunt, to go and 
give her good gift away to a stranger, that I had 
never seen before, and who might be a bad man for 
aught I knew; and then I thought of the pleasure 
my aunt would be taking in thinking that I—I my- 
self, and not another—would eat her nice cake— 
and what should I say to her the next time I saw 
her—how naughty I was to part with her pretty 
present—and the odour of that spicy cake came 
back upon my recallection, and the pleasure and the. 
curiosity I had taken im seeing her make it, and her 
joy when she sent it to the oven, and how disap- 
pointed she would feel that I had never had a bit of 
it in my mouth at last—and I blamed my imperti- 
nent spirit of alms-giving, and out-of-place hypo- 
crisy of goodness, and above all I wished never 
to see the face again of that imsidious, good-for- 
nothing, old grey impostor. 

Our ancestors were nice in their method of sacri- 
ficmg these tender victims. We read of pigs whipt 
to death with something of a shock, as we hear of 
any other obsolete custom. The age of discipline is 
gone by, or it would be curious to inquire (in a 
philosophical light merely) what effect this process 
might have towards intenerating and dulcifying a 
substance, naturally so mild and dulcet as the flesh 
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of young pigs. It looks like refining a violet. Yet 
we should be cautious, while we condemn the in- 
humanity, how we censure the wisdom of the prac- 
tice. It might impart a gusto— 

I remember an hypothesis, argued upon by the 
young students, when I was at St. Omer’s, and 
maintained with much learning and pleagantry on 
both sides, ** Whether, supposing that the flavour 
of a pig who obtained his death by whipping (per 
flugellationem extremam) superadded a pleasure 
upon the palate of a man more intense. than any 
possible suffering we can concerve. in. the aninal, is 
man justified in using that. method, of putting. the 
animal to death?” I forget the decision. | : 

His sauce should be considered. Decidedly, a 
few bread crums, done up with his liver and-brains, 
and a dash of mild sage. But, banish, dear Mss, 
Cook, I beseech you, the whole onion. tribe.,...Baxs 
becue your. whole hogs, to. your palate,.steap them 
in shalots, stuff them ut ..with. plantations of. the. 
rank and guilty garlic; ypu, cannot. poison. them, 
or make them stronger than they, are—-but eosider re 
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A BACHELOR’S COMPLAINT 
OF THE 


BEHAVIOUR OF MARRIED PEOPLE. 


As a single man, I have spent a good deal of my 
time in noting down the infirmities of Married 
People, to console myself for those superior plea- 
sures, which they tell me I have lost by remaining 
as I am. 

I cannot say that the quarrels of men and their 
wives ever made any great impression upon me, or 
had much tendency to strengthen me in those anti- 
social resolutions, which I took up long ago upon 
more substantial considerations. What oftenest of- 
fends me at the houses of married persons where I 
visit, is an error of quite a different description ;—it 
is that they are too loving. | 

Not too loving neither :-that does not explain my 
meaning. Besides, why should that offend me? 
The very act of separating themselves from the rest 
U 
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of the world, to have the fuller enjoyment of eac 
other’s society, implies that they prefer one  atiother 
to all the world. amen 
But what I complain of is, that they carry ‘this 
preference so undisguisedly, they perk it up in the 
faces of us single people so shamelessly, you cannot 
be in their company a moment without being made 
to feel, by some indirect hint or open avowal, that 
you are not the object of this preference. N ow 
there are some things which give no offence, while 
implied or taken for granted merely ; but expressed, 
there is much offence in them. If a man wete to 
accost the first homely-featured or ‘plain-dresged 
young woman of his acquaintance, and tell her 
bluntly, that she was not handsome or rich enough 
for him, and he could not marry her, he would de- 
serve to be kicked for his ill manners ; “yet no Tess 
is implied in the fact, that having access and oppor- 
tunity of putting the question to her, he has : never 
yet thought fit to do it.. The youhg woman under- 
stands this as clearly as if i it were put into words; 
but no reasonable young ‘woman would ‘think of 
‘making this the ground of a ‘quarrel, ” aI ust ag ag g little 
right have a married, couple to tell'me by speeches 
and. looks that ‘are scarce less plain than modes 
that I am. not the ‘happy, man,—the lady’ 's chaice. 
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Itis enough that I I know I am not: I do not want 
this perpetual reminding. 
The : display of superior knowledge or riches may 
be niade sufficiently mortifying ; ; but these admit of 
a palliative. The knowledge which i is brought out 
to insult me, may accidentally i improve me; and in 
‘the’ rich man’s houses and pictures,—his parks and 
ge rdens, I have a temporary usufruct at least. But 
‘the display of married happiness has none of these 
palliatives: it is throughout pure, ‘unrecompensed, 
“unqualified insult. 
Marriage by its best title is a monopoly, and not 
of the least invidious sort. It is the cunning of 


eae ee 


“most Possessors o' of any exclusive privilege to keep 


hs 


‘their advantage. as much out of sight as possible, 
‘that their less favoured neighbours, seeing little of 
‘the benefit, may the less be disposed to question the 
ight. But these married monopolists thrust the 
most obnoxious part of their patent into ‘our faces. 


=—Sistsved: 


Nothing i is to me more distasteful than that entire 


ve m plageney and satisfaction which beam. in the 
gountenan¢es of : a new-married couple,—in that of 
the Jady particularly: it tells ‘you, that her lot 18 
‘disposed of in this world ; that you can | have no 
‘hopes © of her, ‘Iti is true, I haye none ; nor wishes 
either, perhaps: but this is one of those ‘truths 
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which ought, as I ise ne to sii ara for granted 
not expressdd.°" ' '!" ae ee i aed 
The extestive airs which — aii ive theft? 
selves, founded on the ignérahed of ‘ub unitianied 
people, would be more ‘offensive if they werd leds 
irrational. We will allow them to understand the 
mysteries belonging to ‘their ‘own craft bettdr-thash 
we who have not had ‘the hapipiriess tobe thade free 
of the company :" ‘but ‘their! errogarioe ia’ nit combent 
within these limits. « Hf‘ single’ ‘person’ prestete to 
offer his opinion in their presence, though tpon the 
most indifferent subject, he'is immediately siledced 
as'an iitcompeterit person! Naya fodny manried 
lady of my acquaintance; whid, the best dfdhe: jest 
was, had not changed: her condition abode sa fisrt- 
night before; itr a question on whtely TD hadthe tis 
fortune to differ from ‘hdr; respecting tho prxpareht 
mode ‘of breddiig oysters for the London! harket, 
had the assaranee to ask: with a sneer, howsuthvan 
old Bachelot ‘ad I coulll-pretéhd: to knew! !any:tHing 
' about such’ matters! eno do guutoney. 
“ ‘But what Ihave spoken df hitherte! iq nothiligsto 
‘the ‘airs which these ¢reattres give theniskbvés' whbn 
they citiie/.aé they generally do, 'to-have {chi}dsen. 
Wher’ T bondider how dittle of a rdrity childrer are; 
—-that every’ street ‘and: blind alley’. swarme with 
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them,-:that..the poorest people commonly have 
them in most abundance,—that there are few mar- 
Tiagas shat. are -not. blest with at least one of these 
bargaing—how often they.turn ont ill, and defeat 
thd fend hopes oftheir parents, taking to vicious 
sdurkes, which, ead in poverty, disgrace, the gallows, 
Aigis—T cannet-for my life tell what cause for pride 
Shareican possibly bein. kaving them. If they were 
yawag, phaenixes, indeed, that were born but one in 
_ « Joen, there might,'be.a — But when they 
SATE BO CORMAN aw 
book-de potradvent:.to. sis taaslent merit which they 
lasauree with shar husbands on these occasions, . Let 
isben.ibonk fothasi: Bat why, ze, who are not their 
-Rehurpbborta sulsjdets, should, be expected to bring 
sar sipides,! rhytrhy,.and ,incense,—our tribute and 
shamage oliadmiration,—l do not sea,” 
oh rluike.ba.the avraws in the. hand. of the giant, 
nevdnse.ate the. youmg: children; -99. says the ex- 
vodhentrmfies if ub Preyertbook appointed for the 
churching of women. ‘ Happy.-is the man that 
chatlicbeacpaiven fait of them,;” - ‘So,say. I;. but then 
iddw t-det-him dissharge:his. quiver upon: us that are 
weapdnless 71 ~let. ‘then. be arrows, but not to gall 
and:stick: ‘us. I have generally observed that these 
arrows are double-headed: they have two forks, to 
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be sure to. hit with one or the other, .As.for.im 
stance, where: you come.into.a house which is full ef. 
children, if you: happen .to take, no notice ef them: 
(you. .ard thinking of something elsa, perhaps, and 
turn a-deaf ear to their innocent caresses), fOr ane: 
set down as untractable, saorose, a hater of ghildrem,: 
Qn the other hand, if you find them,,,mone than: 
usually engaging,—-if you are taken with theix pretty: 
manners, and set about in earnest to-remp and play.’ 
with them, some ipretext..or other is eure 4a; be. 
found for sending them out.:of the roem::. thay, ane: 
too noisy or boisterous, ot Mr. does not. like: 
children,. With one or-other of thesa forks the ansom- 
is.sure to hit YOU rie te Sy rece ditig eta 
IT could forgive their jealousy, ang dispense: wath; 
toying with their brats, if,it, gives tham: any, pains, 
but I think it unreasonable to be called yppn ta/epe¢; 
them, where I see no. occasion,—to love a whole. f¢-] 
mily, perhaps, eight, rime, or.ten, indisoriminatel issn. 
ta love all: the pretty dears, because: childneniane ey 
engaging; 5 6] be tet Y eae utd 
'I know therd.is a proverb; “ Toye; ma, lave my, 
dog:” that is not always, sd very: practisabla,: pass) 
ticularly jf the'dog be set upori yeu to. tease you 0x. 
snap at you in sport. But adog, bra lesser thingy 
—Lany-.ibanithate substance,.as a keepisake,:is watch 
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ora ring; tree, or the place where we last parted 
whe# tay friend -went away'upon: a ling absence, I 
city rake shift’ to-love; because I love him, and any 
thing that reminds me of him; ‘provided it be in its 
natare indifferent; and apt'to receive whatever hue 
faey'can give it. But! ehildren have a real cha- 
raeter ‘and‘an ‘essential being of themselves: they 
are’ ammble or unaimiable per se; I must love or 
hate them as'I see cause for cither-in their qualities. 
& child’s'natare'is‘too’serious a thing to admit ‘of. 
its being ‘regarded ds a mere appendage to another 
beimg) and: to be loved’ or hated accordingly: they 
stind with me ‘upon their own stock, as much as 
men and women do. O! but you will say, sure it 
id ary attractive ave,—there is something in the ten- 
det ‘ydars of infancy that of itself charms.us. That 
is the Very:reason why I am more nice about them. 
F-know that a sweet child. is the sweetest thing in 
nature, ‘not even excepting the delicate: creatures 
which’: bear them; but’ the: prettier: the kind: of a 
thing is, the more desirable it is that it should be 
pretty of its: kind] ‘Orie daigy: differs’ not much 
from another mglory; but-a-vidlet should:léok and 
smell: the-daintiest.—-I was always rdther. squeamish - 
immoy women and children.) 0 hy fe ee 

:} Baw this isnot the worst:: oné. must be :admtted 
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into theiy. familiarity at least, before they can com- 
plain of: mattention. Jt implies. visits, and: deme 
kind of:intercourse.. But if the hushand bé aman 
a you- have lived. on.e frendly foptng 
re marriage,-—~if you: did: not. come: 1n.am: the 

oe ade,—if you did not. sneak into the themse in 
her tram,. but were an old friend. in: fast habits: ef 
intimacy : before: their courtskap: was:.so.:mitoh:..4s 
‘thought an,—look about your-youn:tenure 19 prn- 
earious—-before | a: twelyermonth | shall. zoll aver poor 
head, you shall find yeur old friend. gradually 
grow cool and altered towards you, and, at dast,.efiek 
opportunities of breaking with: you. |, Tchawenscsage 
a married. friend..af my ANQUAIATAN Ey pani Whdee 
firm faith I can. rely, whose firendshap tid Hot com 
mence: efter, the period, of, his: TAT Bs, Wika 
some: hmithtions they .can endure the: bat. that 
the good man; sheuld: have dared ta -entar.iate..@ 
solemn league of friendship ini which, they werp Mot 
consulted, though: it-happpned -bafaye they knew 
im,—before. they thas, are, AGW: man.and wiexet 
rect,«this Js antolarable: to, shem, oy diyery ong 
friendehip, avery old authenti¢ intimacy, : mast; be 
brought ito their. office: toi bei new -stamped wish 
ther 'currency,'as a.sovereipn: Prince calls ip the 
stood: old: maney that! was: eolned:in some reign be: 
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-fore he:wasiborn: or thought of; to: be: new: marked 
‘eet rbmted ‘with the stamp ofhis:authority, before 
(he wall ddti7t ‘pass current: im the-world,). Yiou:may 
sguusswhatilnck generally befalls such a: — ieee 
‘08 metal :as'E:am: in these new mintings.: : : 

1 amomerable:are the ‘ways which they: satiat in- 
aia wort ‘you out of they husband’s confidence. 
«Laughing -at-all you-say with a kind of: wonder, as 
iftyou were:aqueerkind of fellow-that-said good 
thnigs; bit an: oddity; 16 one of the wayss+-they 
have a particuldr kind: of ‘stare’ for the purpose ;— 
4itl-at-last the husband, ‘who used: t0-defer to:-your 
‘jeadpment;'ahd would pass ‘over ‘some exerescenges 
‘of driderstinding ‘and manner for the sake:of.a.ge- 
neeulivdin of observation (ndt quite valgar) ‘which he 
perokivedl zr yous begins td suspect Whether you-are 
indt altovether ‘a ‘hitinerist;—a fillow welliendugh to 
have conrad with im his bicheloridays, but not 
WPHiEE'36 ‘Proper to’ WE Hitkddtweed  tooladies.c This 
Wit! bé- dalled tthe ‘aeerite way ;lamddés that! which 
fas oflendat heen put inopeatsite agdinst ihe) ~ 2 
aod hepthere isthe cxagidratiiog way, orithe. way 
of itony : that lay where:they Godyyow am objeet:of 
dspectah repurd: with: thelr hiisbandl whe is(not-sd 
wdsily tbi:be: shaken fromthe lasting: attachment 
founded: on esteerir whieh he has conceived towards 
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yous byonever-qualified exaggerations to‘cty ap*all! 
that you say:orido,till the: good mia, ‘who Under’ 
stands well enough that it is all done iy compliinett!: 
to'him,' grows‘weary of the debt of gratitude: which 
is due to so-much candour, and by relaxing: a trtfle” 
on his part, and’ taking down’ a ‘pegor two in hia“ 
enthusiasm, sinks at length to that kitidly- level ‘of 
moderate esteem, thit “ decent affection and: coin 
placent kindness” towards you, where she hersélf’ 
cat joiti in'sympathy with him without muck stretch” 
and violence to her sincerity.-.1 1 8) 2 or o™ 
‘Another way’ (for ‘the ways they Have to aideorti 
plish so desirable a purpose are infinite) is; with '#! 
kirid of innocent simplicity, continually to’ ritistalte’ 
what it was which ‘first made their husbatidifohd vf’ 
you. If an‘ esteem for something excellent im your: 
thoral ‘character was that whith riveted’ the’ chain” 
which she'is' to break, upon any imaginary discovery” 
ofa watit! of poignancy in your cotiversation;' Sle! 
will cry, I thought, my dear, you deséribed your" 
. friend, Myo Wot asa! great: wit?! fon the” 
other hand, it'was ‘for sdmé ‘suppoded dhiitna in your’ 
converkstion ‘that He first prew to like you, and! Was 
céntent! for this to ‘dverlook sotie trifling trresiilaril’ 
tié¥-in ‘yotir ioral deportment, upon the first notice ' 
of tiny 08 these'she as readily exelais, ‘ Phis) my 
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Apats 38 +¥OUT 2geod, Mr, Hts? Oae good lady 
whom J. foek ithe hberty af énpostulating with for 
not shoving, me quite so such respect-as I thought 
due, so, hay, husband’s.old friend, had -the-eandour to 
canfes9, to me. that she had often heard Mr. ———— 
sprek, of me:hefere marriage, .aud-that.she had con- 
eruved, a giteat. desute to be acquainted with: me, but 
that. the, sight afime had. very: much disappointed 
her, expectations, for, from , her husband’s repre- 
sentations afm, .ahe, had: formed a.notion that.she 
was to see a fine, tall, officerrlike looking man (I 
use, Wek very, wards); the .very neverse of which 
proved, to be the,truth... This was:candid ; and T 
had, the, ayility met,to, ask her in return, hew she 
came, to; pitch; wpon, a. standard. of personal. .adcem- 
plishmepts, for her hushand’s friends which ‘differed 
sq much, from, his.own ; for my friend’s dumensions 
aa-pRaray.possible approximate to mine;. he; stand- 
ing five. fget, five.in. hig shogs, in which.I -have the 
advantage af him by about half an.ingh ; and he no 
more thany myself ¢xbibiting, any-indicatins of a 
marsial character ip. his air or, cqumtenancd,. | 
> hpae, are some of the.mortifications which I have 
enpquptered inthe absurd attempt to visit, at thei 
haynes, ;.Fo qnumerate them all would be a vain 
endgavour:.-I shall therefore just glance. at the very. 
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commoy: jImapropriety ef which »marned : ladies. jane 
guilty mvof treating ius as. if we were cheir hushanda, 
and ; 214, vexed»: I; mean, when: they use sus. sath 
familiarity, },and:. their. husbands -with: .ceresany. 
Testacea, for;inetance, kept me the other night: two 
or three hours. beyond: my: usud? tithe of:suppipg, 
while. she was fretting: becausd 'Myuierts—brrr didbnat 
come home, ti the oysters wate all spoiled, trather 
than she would. be -guilty of the: impoliteness- of 
touching one in his absence, This was reversing 
the point of good manners: for ceremony is an in- 
vention to take off the uneasy feeling which we 
derive from knowing ourselves to be less the object 
of love and esteem with a fellow-creature than some 
other person is. It endeavours to make up, by 
superior attentions in little points, for that invidious 
preference which it is forced to deny in the greater. 
Had Testacea kept the oysters back for me, and 
withstood her husband’s importunities to go to sup- 
per, she would have acted according to the strict 
rules of propriety. I know no ceremony that ladies 
are bound to observe to their husbands, beyond the 
point of a modest behaviour and decorum : therefore 
I must protest against the vicarious gluttony of 
Cerasia, who at her own table sent away a dish of 
Morellas, which I was applying to with great good 
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will, to her' husband at the other: end ‘of the table, 
add :ecokmmended a “plate -of: less: extraordinary 
guoseberries toiny: unwedded palate’ i their stéad. 
Neither: can excise the wanton! affront of i,’ 
on But: ant weary of stringmy wp all my married 
axcgasintakce'by Roman denominations: Let'them 
tanichd and-changé’ their: manners, or: I promise’ ‘to 
yedord the full-length English of thetr names; to'the 
¥error of ‘all such desperate offenders in’ future: 
nh Ts ry eg eel BP AM RE eg be 
ATE AR afcreedqayos Tob te eisae be ae ba apn 
eye hotdar rnloal Pou gy Dut Be ae ithe 
tosidla ols 2eol add Od ey eites co ca a Ed 
92 Mess oustboreereal Poa aoa baa tess cr te 

vd Pas 3 SAsm ob atuosccnits Tt et stew oof baa 
anenbrrat fils wd vete aq aes ode Tabs ie 
oT 3dr me youd ee per fap th adouicta atresia 
bas gi wt dou euteyo oF Iqgad sae beds 
eQUA OPM Glgutioan Mari wf Lrictieath ttt dade altre 
Joriia O83 G) wines boos oye biuow ote pod 
aotbel indi gneoo on vond Bo ewurntetg doe 
oy buogod @busdaod Codt ob srivedo at baed op 
gicglotarG: 2 inte a Dro cuoroutid geghorr & to Iiriec 
Jo ydoti eauroon ot) denivas desjong Jaa t 
te lesb LYE NE Lies oie t neo wad is onbv evar) 
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ON SOME:.OF THE. ee 
1 4 he 


; OLD ACTORS. Be ee 
am . ’ 2 Theo ts , oo? 


Te casual sight of an old Play Bill, which i bike 


t aa, i} 


up the other day—I know not by what chance it 


was preserved. so long—tempts me to call to ‘mind a a 


ee 4 L aq 


few of the Players, who make ‘the p rincipal figure 


ae 


in it. It presents the cast of parts in the Twelfth 


ate 


Night, at the old Drury-lane Theatre ‘two-and- 
thirty years ago. There is something very touch, 
ing in these old remembrances. They mak 


Mm roy i us 


think how we once used to read a Play Bill—no t ag 
now peradventure, singling out a favorite performer, 
and casting a negligent eye over the rest ; buts spel, 
ing out every name, down. to the v very ‘moutes ge 


servants of the scene ;—when it was a matter of 


row 


small moment t to us whether ‘Whitfield, or ‘Packer, 
took the part of “Fabian: when Benson, -and Bur- 
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ton, and Phillimore—names of small. account—had 
an importance, beyond what we can be content to 
attribute now to the time’s best actors.—** Orsino, 
by Mr. Barrymore.”—What a@ full Shakspearian 
sound it carries! how fresh to:memory arise the 
image, and the manner, of the gentle actor ! 

Those who have only seen Mrs. Jordan within 
the last ten or fifteen yearg, can have no adequate 
notion of her performance of such parts as Ophelia ; 
Helena, in All’s Well that Ends Well; and Viola in 
this play. Her voice had latterly acquired a coarse- 
ness, which. suited, well hough with her Nells and 
Hoydens, but in those days it sank, with her steady 
melting e @, into the heart. Her j joyous parts—in 
which her memory now chiefly lives—in her youth 
were outdone by her plaintive ones, There is na 
giving ‘an account how she delivered the disguised 
story of her love for Orsino. It was no set speech, 
that she had foreseen, so as to weave it into 
an harmonious period, line “necessarily following 
ling, to make up the music—yet I have heard It so 
Spoken, ot rather read, not without its grace and 
beaiity—but, when she had declared her sister's 


her love," there was’ a pee, as ‘if a story. ry; had had 
th $f gtr (3 yy 
ended—and then the i image of the. “¢ worm in the 


he Jhret af aemoe 
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bud” came up as a new suggestion—and the height-. 
ened image of “ Patience” still followed after that, 
as by some growing (and not mechanical) process, 
thought springing up. after thought, I would almost. 
say, as they were watered by her tears. So in those 
fine lines— 


Write loyal cantos of contemned love— 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills— 


there was no preparation made in the. ieee 
image for that which was to follow. She used no_ 
rhetoric in her passion; or it was nature’s own rhe- 
toric, most legitimate then, when it seemed altoge- 7 
ther without rule or law. | 
Mrs. Powel (now Mrs. Renard), then in \ the pride | 
of her beauty, made an admirable Olivia. . She wag 
particularly excellent in her unbending scenes in . 
conversation with. the Clown. I have seen some ; 
Olivias—and those very sensible actresses too: 
who in these interlocutions have seemed to get, 
their wits at the jester, and to vie copceita with , 
him in downright emulation, But she. used 
him for her sport, like what he ‘was, to trifle a. 
leisure sentence or two with, and then to be dis-. 
missed, and she to be the Great Lady still. She. 
touched the imperious fantastic humour of the cha- 
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racter with nicety. Her fine paciou: poe filled 
the scene. 

-- The part of Malvolio has in my judgment been 
so often misunderstood, and the general merits of 
the actor, who then played it, so unduly appre- 
ciated, that I shall hope for pardon, if I am a little 
prolix upon these points. 

' Of all the actors who flourished in my time—a 
melancholy phrase if taken aright, reader—Bensley 
had most of the swell of soul, was greatest in the 
delivery of heroic conceptions, the emotions conse- 
quent upon the presentment of a great idea to the 
fancy. He had the true poetical enthusiasm—the 
rarest faculty among players. None that I remem- 
ber possessed even a portion of that fine madness 
which he threw out in Hotspur’s famous rant about 
glory, or the transports of the Venetian incendiary 
at the vision of the fired city. His voice had the 
dissonance, and at times the inspiriting effect of the 
trumpet. His gait was uncouth and stiff, but no 
way énibarrassed by’ affectation ; andthe thorough- 
bred gentleman was uppermost in évery ’ movement. : 
He seized the moment of” passion with thé greatest 
truth ; like a faithful clock, never striking’ before , 
the time ; never anticipating or leading you to anti: | 
cipate. “He was totally destitute of trick ‘and artic 
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fice. He seemed come, upon the stage to do, the 
poet’s message simply, and he did. it with as genumme 
fidelity as the nuncigs in Homer deliver the errands 
of the gods. He let the passion, or the sentiment 
do its own work without prop. er. balstermg. . He 
would have scorned to. mountebank it ; and... be- 
trayed none of that cleperness, which js the.hane, of 
serious acting.. For this reason, his. Jago was, the 
only endurable one which I remember to have seen. 
No spectator from his action could. divine. more, of 
his artifice than Othello was supppsed: to do.., His 
confessions in soliloquy alone put you in, possession 
of the mystery. There were no by.intimafions.. tp 
make the audience fancy their own discernment, qo 
much greater than that of the Moor—-who com- 
monly stands like a great. helpless mark set. up for 
mine Ancient, and a quantity of barren spectators, 
to shoot their bolts at. The Iago of. Bensley did 
not go to work so grossly.: There was a triumph- 
ant tone about the character, natural: to a pevcral 
consciousness of power; but none of ,that petty 
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vanity which chuckles and, cannot. contain jteelf 
upon any. little successful stroke of its Anavery--es 


is common with your small villains, and. green, prp- 
bationers in mischief. It did, not clap or.cnow, be- 
fore its time, It was not a man setting his wits at 
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d ¢hild, dnd winking all the while at other children 
‘Who ‘are mightily pleased at being let into flie secret ; 
‘Bit’ cobkummate Villain: enttrappirig a noble‘nature 
mits’ tails, ‘agailist which no disternment was avail. 
ible, ‘where the thanner was as fathomless as the 
purpose seemed dark, and without motive. ‘The 
‘part: of ‘Matvolio,“in the ‘Twelfth Night, ‘was per- 
‘forrhed by Berisley; ‘with ‘a-richnegs and a dignity, of 
which ‘(to judge frotd soe recent castings of that 
chitatter) thie very trddition must be‘worn out from 
the state,” No inanager in’ those days would have 
dréamed’ of giving’ it to Mr. Baddeley, or Mr. Par- 
‘sons: when Bensléy was occasionally absent from 
‘the theatre; John Kemble thought it no derogation 
to succeed to the part.’ Malvolio-is not essentially 
‘ludicrous. He becomes comic but by accident. He 
‘ig cold, austere, repelling ; but dignified, consistent, 
‘and, for what appears, ‘rather of ‘an over-stretched 
‘Wnorality. - Maria describes him ‘asa sort of Puritan ; ; 
“and ke’ ‘might have worn his gold‘chaia with honour 
‘in One! of olk did. tound-head fainilies, in'the service 
‘ofa Tinibert; ora Lally “Fairfax. *' But his mo- 
‘ality arid his manners are misplaced in THytid. He 
is opposed ‘to thie” proper ‘Vevities of ‘thé piece, and 
falls in the’ unequial contest. Still ‘his ‘pridé, ‘or his 
gravity, (call it which you will) is inherent, and 
x 2 
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native to the man, not mock or dffected, ‘which: 
latter only are the fit’ dbjects to excite lauphtery 
His quality is at the best unlovely, but neither bik: 
foon nor ‘contemptible. “His bearing is lofty, a etl 
above his station, but probably not much above'his. 
desetts. We'see no reason why he should not have 
been brave, honourable, aécomplished: Bis:care- 
less committal of the rg to’ the ground (winth'he 
was commissioned ‘to restore’ to Cesatio); bespeaks 
a generosity of birth and'fecling:' His dialeet ion 
all occasions is ‘that of a gentleman, and ataan-of 
education: We must not confound: binky with “te 
eternal old, low steward of comedy.” "He isunaster 
of the household to a great. Princess';:« dignity peo. 
bably conferred: ‘upon ‘him for other Yespects) than. 
age or length of service. Olivia, atthe fitsr indication 
of his supposed madness, declares that shes woeld 
not’ have him’ misearry for half of ‘her-'dowry.” 
Does this look as ifthe chatacter was meant 20 'ap- 
pear little’ or insignificant? Once; ‘indedtllahb ue- 
cuses’hint'to'his fice—of what P—of beimg'57 sult Of 
selflove,"—but with'-a‘ gentleness and constdebate- 
ness ‘whieh .could..not: have :been,, if she..had «not 
thought that ‘this particular’ infirmity ‘shiided: Yome 
virtues; » His.rebuke to. the knight, aud bis sattish 
revellers, is sensible and spirited; and when we 
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take.inta consideration the unprotected condition of 
hig ;mistress,, and the strict. regard. with which her 
staté of real .or dissembled mourning would draw 
the ¢yes of the world upon her house-affairs, Mal- 
volio might feel the honour of the family in some 
sort im his keepings as it appears not that Olivia had 
any. more brothers, or kinsmen, to look to it—for 
Sir: (Laby had. dropped all such nice respects at the 
Austery hatch. ‘That ._Malvolip was, meant to be 
wepresented as possessing estimable qualities, the 
expression of the Duke in his anxiety to have him 
recanqiled, almost infers.. “* Pursue him, and entreat 
‘him to-a peace,” :, Even in his abused state. of chains 
_and dankness,-asort of greatness seems never to de- 
.sext him. --He argues highly and well with the sup- 
posed: Sir Topas, and philosophises gallantly upon 
(hie, straw, *. :.Fhere must have been some shadow 
of-worth about, the. man; he must have been some- 
thing more.than a mere vapour—a thing of straw, 
_or Jack.\in, office--before, Fabian and,Maria could 
’ have. ventured sending him upon a courting-errand 
-49,Olixia... There was some consonancy (as he would 


103518 (otbn. ‘What is the opinion of Pythagoras concerning wild fowl ? 


abe ged the.soul of our grandam might haply inhabit a bird. 
What thinkest thou of his opinion ? 
Me ngs ¥ thik nobly of the soul, and no way approve of Sah a 
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say) in the undertaking, or the jest would have beem. 
too bold: even-for: that hous of masbule.i:! tud svi oi 
Bensley; accordingly, threw over ‘the part:an ar of! 
Spanish . leftmess. '' He looked, ‘spake,’ abd imovedi:! 
like an old Castiliani He-was statch, spruesy opp: 
nionated, but his. superstructure of! prac sctmed.- 
bottemed: upon a sense of worth. : Therd was somtx . 
thing in it beyond the coxcomb:  \Itwas hig aid’. 
swelling, but yeu could: not besure:that it, was holy ;- 
low. You might wish: to see: it -taken'dewh,: but, , 
you felt that % was upon an elevation: He mas mag}: 
nificent from the outset; but wheh-the desend:s0+::' 
brieties of the character ‘began to give: way;!and:thd “ 
poison of self-love, in his ‘conceit of the Cpumtess’a::: 
affection, ‘gradually to work, you would have thought: |; 
that the hero of: La Mancha in person stood bdfere!, 
you. .How he went smiling to: hunself 4 with. what :- 
ineffeble carelessness. would he twirl his gold chairs... 
what a dream it was! you were infected with. the; 
illusion, and. did not wish:that it. should :betemared $\ 
you hail no room for laughter! if an ‘unseasonable’/ 
reflection of morality obtruded itself; it wad\a deep 
sense of the pitiable mfirmity of man’s nature, that)! 
can lay. him open to such frenties--but imtrith ‘you:- 
rather admired than pitied the lunacy while it lasted «. 
—you felt that an hour of such mistake was worth: 
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an age withthe eyes:open::: Whe-would not. wigh 
to live but for-a: day in the conceit of ‘such.a! lady's 
love ax Qlivia? | Why, the Duke would have! given 
hibypeneipality but for a quarter’ of a mimute, sleep- 
ing pr wakimg, to have been'so deluded. ’ The man 
setmed to tread’ upon air, to taste manna, to walk 
with bis head-in the clouds, to mate Hyperion. O! 
shake not the castles! of his:pride—endure yet for a 
season bright: sioments df ‘confidence—** stand still 
ye ‘watches of the:elament,” that Malvolio may be 
stiit:m dancy fair Olivia's lord-—-but fate and retri- 
bution say no+—I :hear the mischievous titter of 
Maria-the witty: taunts of Sir -Toby—the still 
more msupportable triumph.of the foolish knight— 
the counterfest: Sir Topas is unmasked—and “ thus 
the whirligig of time,” as the true clown hath it, 
‘‘ brings in his revenges.” I confess that I never 
sai the catastrophe of this character, while Bensley 
played it, without a kind of tragic interest.’ Theré 
was: good foolery too. Few now remember Dodd. 
Wohat:an Aguecheek the stage lost m him! Love- 
grovd, who:came nearest to the old actors, revived 
the character some few seasons ago, and made it 
sufficiently grotesque ; but Dodd was sé, as it came 
out of nature’s hands. It might be said to remain 
in puris naturalibus. In expresing slowness of ap- 
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prehension this actor surpassed all others. > You 
could see the first dawn of: an idea.steahng! slowly — 
over his countenance, -climbmg: up: by» little: and 
little, with: a: painful «process, . till it cleared :wprat 
last to the. fulness of a twilight conception—its 
highest: meridian. HEe;seemed to keep-baek this: in- 
tellect, as some have had the. power : to retard: their 
pulsation... ‘The balloon: takes: less! :tume. in dilhag, 
than it. took. to cover the expansion :of; his ‘broad 
moony face over..all-its quarters : with: expression. 
A. glimmer: of:-understanding: would :apptar:in a 
corner of has eye, and for lack. of fuel«ga out again. 
A; part of his forehead. would seatoh a'tittle intelli- 
gence, and be a longtime. in: cepmmemnmating:16 to 
the remaindero. ii eign has trl 
. F.amiill at dates, but I-think at 190 better than 
five and. twenty: years age that.walking’in:.dee!gar- 
dens.of Gray's. Inn—-they were :then far Gmen than 
they: are. now++-the- acoursed Verulazy Bthléinys! had 
_ -zot enesoached:supon all the ieast ade.of themieut- 
- tang! out dblidate, gyeen crankdles, and: shodidating 
. alvay..dne of) two of the stately aloowds of ahi dercace 
| anthe bieviver stands gaping: and velationiessas if 
. aturethemabdred its: brother--they ane istill the ibest 
-. gandensvef amy of the. Inns: of Coust,:zay jbelbved 
J'emple not-forgotten+—have the gravdst/claraeter, 
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their aspect ‘being ‘altogether everend wand: law- 
breathing--Bacon has: left-the mapress of: his foot 
--@pon. their! gravel walks—~taking ‘my -afternoon 
solace om a. summer day: npon:the:aforesaid terrace, 
-1@-comely sad personage came towards me,' whom, 
- from -hia grave air and deportment, ‘I judged to be 
+: ohe: of: the; old Benehers..of :the Inn... He had a 
.. setious: thoughtful -farchead, and: seemed to-be .in 
meditations of mortality,: As: I have-an instinctive 
:awe'of old: Benchers, I was. passing him with that 

:. sortiof spbibdicative token. of respect. which one is 
v@pt to: demonstrate: towards a venerable stranger, 
. apd whith: rather :denotes an-inclmation ‘to | greet 
.. him, than aay. positive motion of the body .to that 
effect—a species of humility and will-worshsp which 

.. JL observesmine times out of ten, rather puszies than 
-1‘pleabes: thai person it: is offered to--when the face 
1. ttorramg full wpon.me strangely identified itself with 
.» ithag:af Dodd. . Upon clese inspection: E:was not mis- 
jusaken!: But. could this sid thoughtful countenance 
ube the: sathe .waeant face of folly. which I) had hailed 
» isn often ander circumstances of gaietys which I had 
i eneveh meen without a smile, or recognised but as the 
usher of anmth; .that- looked out so‘formally flat in 
:, Roppyagton,so.frothily pert in Tattle, soimpotently 
_. busy: in -Backbite; so. blankly divested of all mean- 
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ing,'-or. resolately expressive of nond;m Aerds,: tn! 
Fribble, ainda thousand. agreeable impertuiences? «| 
Was this the face+-full of: thought. and ‘cirefulness-- 
—that had so often divested itself at willi éf-bvery™ 
trace of, either to give:'me diversion, to clearmy:| 
cloudy face for two or three hours: at! least of :its:\: 
furrows? Was this the fate—manly, sober, estab 

ligent,+which I had.so often despised, madotaacks + 
at, made mercy with? The remembrance af -the:)) 
freedoms. which I hadi tabén: with ,iticdme upom me / . 
with: a reproach of insult:.: £: could: ihave:.adked: it 15; 
pasidon.: I thought it looked) upda mpe with a:sende::'| 
of injury... There is domething strangeaswell ed sad isi - 
seeing actors-——your pleasant fellows particulanl ye ‘i 
subjected: -to ‘and ‘suffering the commen, lot,-their + 
fortunes, their casualties, their deaths; seam ‘ta: bes: ; 
long to the:scene; ther actions tobe ‘amenable.itb'., 
poetic justice only. We can hardly connect them 

with mote: awful responmbilities.. ‘The: death. of 

this fine actor took place ‘shortly after this ‘inieet-™” 
ing. He had quitted the stage some months;, and, 3. 
as I learned afterwards, had ‘been in the ‘habit of mi 
resorting -daily. to. these gardens :almest. to: the. day: . 
of his decease.''' In these: serious walks probably © 


he was ‘divesting himself of many scenic and. some, 


_ real vanities—weaning himself from the frivolities 
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of. the-lesser :and the greater-theatre--doing: gentle 
penance foria hfe of:no very veprehkénsble foaleries, 
—taking off by degrees the buffden: mask: which +he: 
might feel he .had worn too- long+--and .réhearsing 
for armore-solemn cast of part... Dying hip gs on 
the:weeds off Domimo®.” 5006 i 

if few.-can.semember- Dodd, many yet living vill 
not eamly forget the pleasant .credture; who in those 
days: chacted::the part of the Clown to Dodd's Sir 
Andrew.-Rachard, ov rather; Dicky Suett—-for'se. 
in ‘his: life-teme ‘he delighted ' to be:called,; and time 
hathratified the appellatidn~--licth burned on the north 
side of:the cemetery: of Holy ‘Paul, to whose.service 
his ‘nenage:and tender years were dedicated. ‘There 
are whe-do' yet: remember ‘him: at-that peridd-~his 
pipe clear‘and harmonious: He' would often speak. 
of: his chorister ee) — the was “ cherub Pinel 


®: Dodd: wis a man of reading, dnd (ieffat:his death acholee adh 
lection of old English literature. I should judge him to have been a. 
man of wit. I know one instance of an impromptu which no length 
of study could Have bettered. My merty friend, Jem White, had 
seen him one evening in Aguecheck, and recognising Dodd the ngxt 
day in Fleet Street, was irresistibly impelled to take off his hat and 
sahité him as the identical Knight of the precedhig’ evening ‘with 
“¢ Save you, Sir Andrew.” Dodd, not at al], disconcerted .at this un- 
usual address from a stranger, with a courteous half- -rebuking wave of 
the hand, erent oe ae Fou”: . 


YF ee, a Ve, 


316 ON SOME OF THE OLD ACTORS.’ 


' What chpped his wings, or made it expedtent that: 
he should exchange the holy fer: the profane state ; 
whether he had: lest his good voice: (has .best-reeoim- 
mendation to that office), hke . Sir- Johny::4¢wsth 
halloomg and singing of anthems ;” or :whethwr: he 
was adjudged to lack something; even:mthoss:eanly 
years, of the gravity indispensable-to:an. ocoupatsdn 
which professeth to ‘‘:eommeerce. with. the .skrea”+— 
I eould never rightly learn; but weifind. hun, after 
the probation of a twelvemonth or.’0, reversing ‘to 
a secular. condition,.and. become one dfiusiio oii -.. 
i I think he was not altogether -of that tanber,iont 
ef. which cathedral seats -and sounding: bbasds, ave 
hewed: . But if a glad beart-~kind and therefore 
glad--be any part. of sanctity; then’ might’ the robe 
of Motley, with which he invested himself.withise 
much humulity: after his deprivation; and. whiclr he 
wore so long with .so mueb blameless. sattsfacticn to 
himself and to the public, be accepted: fot a. auyplice 
~~his white'stele, and albe. oar bores 

~The: finit fruits of. his.secularization was doidn- 
-gagement upon the boards of Okb Drary,:at which 
theatre he! commenced, as I have bedn told, wath 
adopting the‘ rhanner: of Parsons in’. did meis'w chis- 
racters. At):the. period in which mest: of iis.knew 
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nm, he.vwas.no more an imitator than he. was in any 
true:sense.hnnself imitable.. 9000) te 

- (ite was''the Robin .Good-Fellow of the as 
He-came m ‘to'trouble all things with a-welcome 
perplexity,: himself no whit troubled for the matter. 
He-was’ known, hke Puck, by his note—Ha! Ha! 
Ha!.+-sometimes deepenmg to Ho! Ho! Ho! with 
an irresistible accession,.derived perhaps remotely 
from his ecclesiastical education, foreign.to his pro- 
totype of;-+O: La! Thousands of hearts yet respond 
to the chuekling:.O:: La! of Dicky Suett, brought 
baok.\td thein' remembrance. by. the: faithful. tran- 

chis fend: Mathews's mimicry.’ ‘The “ force 

of natube 'eeuld md further go.” . He drolled upon 
tlie: inne ale two: syllables: richer than the 
eudkoe.!: : figed? 2k. Bwyd 

ot! Cane;: ve fread ali the world, was: vibes 
dh his composition. Had: he had: but two grains 
(nuyyhalfa grain): of it, he could nevert:-have- sup- 
ported himself upon those !two spider's strings, 
which served him (in the datter past‘of-his unmixed 
ibwibtence) as Teds) & -doubt of a scruple’ must 
shave, btedle birh sottdr,la agli have: puffed hin down ; 
the weight luf:a: frown had staggered: hit, 2‘wrinkle 
made. hito lose:his balance.. But on‘ he went, scram- 
bling upon those airy stilts of his, with Robin Good- 
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Fellow, “thorough brake, thorough: briat,”* reckless 
of a-scratched face ora torn doublet.) 6/7)! vo! 
. Shakspesire “foresaw ‘him, wher he framed “his 
fools: and: jesters:’ They have’ alt the ‘true Suett 
stamp, a loose and shambhing ‘gait; a slsppery tangue, 
this’ last: the ‘ready midwife fo a without:pam-deli- 
vered jest; in' words, ight as air; venting triths 
deep ‘as the centre ; with idlest rhymes tagging don 
ceit-when busiest, singing with’ Leat ii thé tempest, 
or Sir Toby at the buttery-Hateh,.o 8 dues 
. Jack Bannister atid he hud the ‘fortune to’be 
mote of personal favdurites with'the town than any 
actors’ before or ‘after: The differende, I take‘it, 
was this:-—Jack was imore ‘beloved ‘fon. his ‘sweet, 
géod-natured, ‘moral pretensions.’ Dicky was’ more 
liked for his sweet, good-natured, no ‘preterisions at 
all, Yourwhole conscience stirred with Barmister'’s 
performance of Walter'in the Children in thé Wood 
—but ‘Dicky ‘seemed like a thing; as Shakspeare 
says of Loveé, tob young to:-know what donsdiaidl WS, 
He put ius into’ Vesta’s days.’ Evil fled before ‘him 
—not ai from Jack; ‘as from'’an Antagonist; “bat 
because it: could not’ touch ‘hinl, any‘ wore thai 
canhon-ball # fly. He was! deliveted ftomn' the bur. 
then of that death ; and, when Death came himeelf, 
not in metaphor, to fetch Dicky, it is recorded of him 
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by., Robert, Palmer,.who. kindly watched his exit, 
that he received. the last stroke, neither, varying. bis 
agcustomed .tzanquillity, nor, tune, with the simple 
exclamation, worthy. to .bave been ,recarded. in: his 
epitaph-O La! Q La! Bobby! ... 

| Whe -elder,:Palmer, (ef, Pane celebrity) 
gommonly played Sir Toby in. those. days; . but 
theye is.a solidity of wit, jn. the. jests, of that half- 
Falstaf which he did’ not quite fill ont... He was.as 
much too showy. ¢3..Maady (wha: sometimes, took 
the, part). was dry and sottish. In sock or:buskin 
there was an air,of swaggering gentility about Jack 
Palmer.; He was a gentleman with a slight infu- 
sion of the footman,. His brother Bob (of recenter 
memory) wha was his shadow in, every thing while 
he lived,.and dwindled into less than a shadow 
piterwards—-was, a, gentleman with a little stronger 
anfugjon of the latter ingredient ; that wasall, . Lt 
45,,am9zing how a little ofthe more.or less;makes.a 
Giffsrence, in, these things, . When, you, aay Bobby 
inthe Duke's Servant *, you said, what a pity,such 
@ pretty fellow wag oply a servants, When you,saw 
Jack figuring in Captain, Absolute, you thought 
you —_ trace his — to comme wes of qua- 
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lity who fancied the handsome fellow in his top- 
knot, and had bought him a commission. There- 
fore Jack in Dick Amlet was insuperable. 

_ Jack had two voices,—both plausible, hypocriti- 
cal, and insinuating; but his secondary or supple- 
mental voice still more decisively histrionic than his 
common one. It was reserved for the spectator; 
and the dramatis persons were supposed to know 
nothing at all about it. The dies of young Wilding, 
and the sentiments in Joseph Surface, were thus 
marked out in a sort of italics to the audience. ‘This 
secret correspondence with the company before the 
curtain (which is the bane and death of tragedy) 
has an extremely happy effect in some kinds of 
comedy, in the more highly artificial comedy of Con- 
greve or of Sheridan especially, where the absolute 
sense of reality (so indispensable to scenes of interest) 
is not required, or would rather interfere to diminish 
your pleasure. The fact is, you do not believe in 
such characters as Surface—the villain of artificial 
comed y—even while you read or see them. If you 
did, they would shock and not divert you. When 
Ben, in Love .for Love, returns from sea, the fol- 
lowing exquisite dialogue occurs at his first meeting 
with his father— 
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_ Sir Sampson. Thow hast been many a weary league, Ben, since I 
saw thee. . . 

Ben. Ey, ey, been! Been far enough, an that be all.—Well, 
father, and how do all at home? how does brother Dick, and brother 


Val? 
Sir Sampson. Dick! body o me, Dick has been dead these two 


years, I writ you word when you were at Leghorh. 
. Ben. Mess, that’s true; Marry, I had forgot. Dick’s dead, as 
you say— Well, and how ?—I have a many questions to ask you— 
Here is an instance of insensibility which in real 
life would be revolting, or rather in real life could 
not have co-existed with the warm-hearted tem- 
perament of the character. But when you read it 
in the spirit with which such playful selections and 
specious combinations rather than strict metaphrases 
of nature should be taken, or when you saw Ban- 
nister play it, it neither did, nor does wound the 
moral sense at all. For what is Ben—the pleasant 
sailor which Bannister gives us—but a piece of 
satire—a creation of Congreve’s fancy—a dreamy 
combination of all the accidents of a sailor’s cha- 
racter-—his contempt of money—his credulity to 
women—with that necessary estrangement from 
home which it is just within the verge of credibility 
to suppose might produce such an hallucination as 
is here described. We never think the worse of 
Ben for it, or feel it as a stain upon his character. 
But when an actor comes, and instead of the de- 
Y 
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lightful phantom—the creature dear to half-belief 
—which Bannister exhibited—displays before our 
eyes a downright concretion of a Wapping sailor— 
a jolly warm-hearted Jack Tar—and nothing else— 
when instead of investing it with a delicious con- 
fusedness of the head, and a veering undirected 
goodness of purpose—he gives to it a downright 
daylight understanding, and a full consciousness of 
its actions; thrusting forward the sensibilities of the 
character with a pretence as if it stood upon nothing 
else, and was to be judged by them alone—we feel 
the discord of the thing ; the scene is disturbed ; a 
real man has got in among the dramatis persone, 
and puts them out. We want the sailor turned out. 
We feel that his true place is not behind the cur- 
tain but in the first or second gallery. 


ON THE | 
ARTIFICIAL COMEDY 


OF THE LAST CENTURY. 


Tue artificial Comedy, or Comedy of manners, is 
quite extinct on our stage. Congreve and Farquhar 
show their heads once in seven years only, to be 
exploded and put down instantly. The times can- 
not bear them. Is it for a few wild speeches, an 
occasional license of dialogue? I think not alto- 
gether. . The business of their dramatic characters 
will not stand the moral test. We screw every 
thing up to that. Idle gallantry in a fiction, a 
dream, the passing pageant of an evening, startles 
us in the same way as the alarming indications of 
profligacy in a son or ward in real life should startle 
a parent or guardian. We have no such middle 
emotions as dramatic interests left. We see a stage 
libertine playing his loose pranks of two hours’ dura- 
Y2 
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tion, and of no after consequence, with the severe 
eyes which inspect real vices with their bearings 
upon two worlds. We are spectators to a plot or 
intrigue (not reducible in life to the point of strict 
morality) and take it all for truth. We substitute 
a real for a dramatic person, and judge him accord- 
ingly. We try him in our courts, from which 
there is no appeal to the dramatis persone, his 
peers. We have been spoiled with—not sentimental 
comedy—but a tyrant far more pernicious to our 
pleasures which has succeeded to it, the exclusive 
and all devouring drama of common life; where 
the moral point is every thing; where, instead of 
the fictitious half-believed personages of the stage 
(the phantoms of old comedy) we recognise our- 
selves, our brothers, aunts, kinsfolk, allies, patrons, 
- enemies,—the same as in life,—with an interest in 
what is going on so hearty and substantial, that we 
cannot afford our moral judgment, in its deepest 
and most vital results, to compromise or slumber 
for a moment. What is there transacting, by no 
modification is made to affect us in any other man- 
ner than the same events or characters would do in 
our relationships of life. We carry our fire-side 
concerns to the theatre with us. We do not go 
thither, like our ancestors, to escape from the 
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pressure of reality, so much as to confirm our ex- 
perience of it; to make assurance double, and take 
a bond of fate. We must live our toilsome lives 
twice over, as it was the mournful privilege of 
Ulysses to descend twice to the shades. All that 
neutral ground of character, which stood between 
vice and virtue; or which in fact was indifferent to 
neither, where neither properly was called in ques- 
tion; that happy breathing-place from the burthen 
of a perpetual moral questioning—the sanctuary 
and quiet Alsatia of hunted casuistry—is broken up 
and disfranchised, as injurious to the interests of 
society. ‘The privileges of the place are taken away 
by law. We dare not dally with images, or names, 
of wrong. We bark like foolish dogs at shadows. 
We dread infection fram the scenic representation 
of disorder; and fear a painted pustule. In our 
anxiety that our morality should not take cold, we 
wrap it up in a great blanket surtout of precaution 
against the breeze and sunshine. 

I confess for myself that (with no great delin- 
quencies to answer for) I am glad for a season to 
take an airing beyond the diocese of the strict con- 
science,—not to live always in the precincts of the 
law-courts,—but now and then, for a dream-while 
or so, to imagine a world with no meddling restric- 
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tions—to get into recesses, whither the hunter cannot 
follow me— | 


—— Secret shades 
Of woody Ida’s inmost grove, 
While yet there was no fear of Jove— 

I come back to my cage and my restraint the fresher 
and more healthy for it. I wear my shackles more 
contentedly for having respired the breath of an 
imaginary freedom. I do not know how it is with 
others, but I feel the better always for the perusal 
of one of Congreve’s—nay, why should I not add 
even of Wycherley’s—comedies. I am the gayer at 
least for it; and I could never connect those sports 
of a witty fancy in any shape with any result to be 
drawn from them to imitation in real life. They 
are a world of themselves almost as much as fairy- 
land. Take one of their characters, male or female 
(with few exceptions they are alike), and place itm 
a modern play, and my virtuous indignation shall 
rise against the profligate wretch as warmly as the 
Catos of the pit could desire; because in a modern 
play I am to judge of the right and the wrong. 
The standard of police is the measure of political 
justice, The atmosphere will blight it, it cannot 
live here. It has got into a moral world, where it 
has no business, from which it must nceds fall head- 
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long ; as dizzy, and incapable of making a stand, as 
a Swedenborgian bad spirit that has wandered un- 
awares into the sphere of one of his Good Men, or 
Angels. But in its own world do we feel the crea- 
ture is so very bad ?—The Fainalls and the Mira- 
bels, the Dorimants and the Lady Touchwoods, in 
their own sphere, do not offend my moral sense; in 
fact they do not appeal to it at all. They seem 
engaged in their proper element. They break 
through no laws, or conscientious restraints. They 
know of none. They have got out of Christendom 
into the land—what shall I call it >—of cuckoldry 
-—the Utopia of gallantry, where pleasure is duty, 
and the manners perfect freedom. It is altogether 
@ speculative scene of things, which has no reference 
whatever to the world that is. No good person can 
be justly offended as a spectator, because no good 
person suffers on the stage. Judged morally, every 
eharacter in these plays—the few exceptions only 
are mistakes—is alike essentially vain and worthless. 
The great art of Congreve is especially shown in 
this, that he has entirely excluded from his scenes, 
—some little generosities in the part of Angelica 
perhaps excepted,—not only any thing like a fault- 
Jess character; but any pretensions to goodness or 
good feelings whatsoever. Whether he did this de- 
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signedly, or instinctively, the effect is as happy, as 
the design (if design) was bold. I used to wonder 
at the strange power which his Way of the World 
in particular possesses of interesting you all along in 
the pursuits of characters, for whom you absolutely 
care nothing—for you neither hate nor love his 
personages—and I think it is owing to this very in- 
difference for any, that you endure the whole. He 
has spread a privation of moral light, I will call it, 
rather than by the ugly name of palpable darkness, 
over his creations; and his shadows flit before you 
without distinction or preference. Had he introduced 
a good character, a single gush of moral feeling, a 
revulsion of the judgment to actual life and actual 
duties, the impertinent Goshen would have only 
lighted to the discovery of deformities, which now 
__ are none, because we think them none. . 

Translated into real life, the characters of his, 
and his friend Wycherley’s dramas, are. profligates 
and strumpets,—the business of their. bref exist- 
ence, the undivided pursuit of lawless gallantry. No 
other spring of action, or possible motive of con- 
duct, is recognised; principles which, universally 
acted upon, must reduce this frame of things to a 
chaos. But we do them wrong in’so translating 
them. No such effects are produced in ¢heir world. 
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When we are among them, we are amongst a 
chaotic people. We are not to judge them by our 
usages. No reverend institutions are insulted by 
their proceedings,—for they have none among them. 
No peace of families is violated,—for no family ties 
exist among them. No purity of the marriage bed 
is stained,—for none is’ supposed to have a being. 
No deep affections are disquieted,—no holy wedlock 
bands are snapped asunder,—for affection’s depth 
and wedded faith are not of the growth of that soil. 
There is neither right nor wrong,—gratitude or its 
opposite,—claim or duty,—paternity or sonship. 
Of what consequence is it to virtue, or how is she at 
all'concerned about it, whether Sir Simon, or Dap- 
perwit, steal away Miss Martha; or who is the 
father of Lord Froth’s, or Sir Paul Pliant’s children. 

The whole is a passing pageant, where we should 
sit as unconcerned at the issues, for life or death, 
as at a battle of the frogs and mice. But, like Don 
Quixote, we take part against the puppets, and 
quite as impertinently. We dare not contemplate 
an Atlantis, a scheme, out of which our coxcomb- 
ical moral sense is for a little transitory ease ex- 
cluded. We have not the courage to imagine a 
state of things for which there is neither reward nor 
punishment. We cling to the painful necessities 
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of shame and blame. We would indict our very 
dreams. | | 
Amidst thé mortifying circumstances ‘attendant 
upon growing old, it is something to have seen the 
School for Scandal in its glory. This comedy grew 
out of Congreve and Wycherley, but gathered some 
allays of the sentimental comedy which followed 
theirs. It is impossible that it should be now acted, 
though it continues, at long intervals, to be an- 
nounced in the bills. Its here, when Palmer played 
it at least, was Joseph Surface. When I remember 
the gay boldness, the graceful solemn plausibility, 
the measured step, the insinuating voice—to express 
it in a word—the downright acted villany of the 
part, so different from the pressure of conscious 
actual wickedness,—the hypocritical assumption of 
hypocrisy,—which made Jack so deservedly a fa- 
vourite in that character, I must needs conclude the 
present generation of play-goers more virtuous than 
myself, or more dense. I freely confess that he 
divided the palm with me with his better brother ; 
that, in fact, I hked him quite as well. Not but 
there are passages,—like that, for instance, where 
Joseph is made to refuse a pittance to a poor rela- 
tion,—incongruities which Sheridan was forced upon 
by the attempt to join the artificial with the senti- 
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mental comedy, either of which must destroy the 
other—but over these obstructions Jack’s manner 
floated him so lightly, that a refusal from him no 
more shocked you, than the easy compliance of 
Charles gave you in reality any pleasure; you got 
over the paltry question as quickly as you could, to 
get back into the regions of pure comedy, where no 
cold. moral reigns. 'The highly artificial manner of 
Palmer in this character counteracted every dis- 
agreeable impression which you might have received 
from the contrast, supposing them real, between the 
two brothers. You did not believe in Joseph with 
the same faith with which you believed in Charles, 
The latter was a pleasant reality, the former a no 
less pleasant poetical foil to it. The comedy, I have 
said, is incongruous; a mixture of Congreve with 
sentimental incompatibilities: the gaiety upon. the 
whole is buoyant; but it required the. consummate 
art of Palmer to reconcile the discordant elements. . 
A player with Jack’s talents, if we had one now, 
would not dare to do the part in the same manner. 
He would instinctively avoid every turn which might . 
tend to unrealise, and so to make the character fasci- 
nating. He must take his cue from his spectators, 
who would expect a bad man and a good man as 
rigidly opposed to each other as the death-beds of 
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those geniuses are contrasted in the prints, which I 
am sorry to say have disappeared from the windows 
of my old friend Carrington Bowles, of St. Paul’s 
Church-yard memory—(an exhibition as venerable 
as the adjacent cathedral, and almost coeval) of the 
bad and good man at the hour of death; where the 
ghastly apprehensions of the former,—and truly the 
grim phantom with his reality of a toasting fork 1s 
not to be despised,—so finely contrast with the meek 
complacent kissing of the rod,—taking it in like 
honey and butter,—with which the latter submits to 
the scythe of the gentle bleeder, Time, who wields 

his lancet with the apprehensive finger of a popular 
young ladies’ surgeon. What flesh, like loving 
grass, would not covet to meet half-way the stroke 
of such a delicate mower ?—John Palmer was twice 
an actor in this exquisite part. He was playing to 
you all the while that he was playing. upon Sir Peter 
and his lady. You had the first intimation of a 
sentiment before it was on his lips. His altered 
voice was meant to you, and you were to suppose 
that his fictitious co-flutterers on the stage perceived 
nothing at all of it. What was it to you if that 
half-reality, the husband, was over-reached by the 
puppetry—or the thin thing (Lady Teazle’s re- 
putation) was persuaded it was dying of a plethory ? 
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The fortunes of Othello and Desdemona were not 
concerned in it. Poor Jack has past from the stage 
in good time, that he did not live to this our age of 
seriousness. ‘The pleasant old Teazle King, too, 
is gone in good time. His manner would scarce 
have past current in our day. We must love or 
hate—acquit or condemn—censure or pity—exert 
our detestable coxcombry of moral judgment upon 
every thing. Joseph Surface, to go down now, 
must be a downright revolting villam—no compro- 
mise—his first appearance must shock and give 
horror—his specious plausibilities, which the plea- 
surable faculties of our fathers welcomed with such 
hearty greetings, knowing that no harm (dramatic 
harm even) could come, or was meant to come of 
them, must inspire a cold and killing aversion. 
Charles (the real canting person of the scene—for 
the hypocrisy of Joseph has its ulterior legitimate 
ends, but his brother’s professions of a good heart 
centre in downright self-satisfaction) must be loved; 
and Joseph hated. To balance one disagreeable 
reality with another, Sir Peter Teazle must be no 
longer the comic idea of a fretful old bachelor bride- 
groom, whose teasings (while King acted it) were 
evidently as much played off at you, as they were 
meant to concern arty body on the stage,—he must 
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be a real’ person, capable in law of sustaining an in- 
jury—a person towards whom duties are to be 
acknowledged—the genuine crim-con antagonist of 
the villanous seducer Joseph. To realise him more, 
his sufferings under his unfortunate match must 
have the downright pungency of life—must (or 
should) make you not mirthful but uncomfortable, 
just as the same predicament would move you in a 
neighbour or old friend. The delicious scenes which 
give the play its name and zest, must affect you in 
the same serious manner as if you heard the reputa- 
tion of a dear female friend attacked in your real 
presence. Crabtree, and Sir Benjamin—those poor 
snakes that live but in the sunshine of your mirth 
—must be ripened by this hot-bed process of realiza- 
tion into asps or amphisbenas; and Mrs. Can- 
dour—O! frghtful! become a hooded serpent. 
Oh who that remembers Parsons and Dodd—the 
wasp and butterfly of the School for Scandal—in 
those two characters; and charming natural Miss 
Pope, the perfect gentlewoman as distinguished 
from the fine lady of comedy, in this latter part— _ 
would forego the true scenic delight—the escape 
from life—the oblivion of consequences—the holi- | 
day barring’ out of the pedant Reflection—those 


Saturnalia of two or three brief hours, well won 
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from the world—to sit instead at one of our modern 
plays—to have his coward conscience (that forsooth 
must not be left for a moment) stimulated with per- 
petual appeals—dulled rather, and blunted, as a 
faculty without repose must -be—and his moral 
vanity pampered with images of notional justice, 
notional beneficence, lives saved without the spec- 
tators’ risk, and fortunes given away that cost: the 
author nothing ? 

No piece was, perhaps, ever so completely cast in ~ 
all its parts as this manager's comedy. Miss Farren 
had succeeded to Mrs. Abingdon in Lady Teazle ; 
and Smith, the original Charles, had retired, when 
I first saw it. The rest of the characters, with very 
slight exceptions, remained. I remember it: was 
then the fashion to cry down John Kemble, who 
took the part of Charles after Smith ; but, I thought, 
very unjustly. Smith, I fancy, was more airy, and 
took the eye with a certain gaiety of person. . He 
brought with him no sombre recollections of tragedy: 
He had not to expiate the fault of having pleased 
beforehand in lofty declamation. He had no sins 
of Hamlet or of Richard -to atone for. His failure 
in these parts was a passport to success in one of. so 
opposite a tendency. But, as far as I could judge, 
the weighty sense of Kemble made up for more per- 
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sonal incapacity than he had to answer for. His 
harshest tones in this part came steeped and dulci- 
fied in good humour. He made his defects a grace. 
His exact declamatory manner, as he managed it, 
only served to convey the points of his dialogue 
with more precision. It seemed to head the shafts 
to carry them deeper. Not one of his sparkling 
sentences was lost. I remember minutely how he 
delivered each in succession, and cannot by any 
effort imagine how any of them could be altered for 
the better. No man could deliver brilliant dia- 
logue—the dialogue of Congreve or of Wycherley 
—because none understood it—half so well as John 
Kemble. His Valentine, in Love for Love, was, to 
my recollection, faultless. He flagged sometimes in 
the intervals of tragic passion. He would slumber 
over the level parts of an heroic character. His Mac- 
beth has been known to nod. But he always seemed 
to me to be particularly alive to pointed and witty 
dialogue. The relaxing levities of tragedy have not 
been touched by any since him—the playful court 
bred spirit in which he condescended to the players 
in Hamlet—the sportive relief which he threw into 
the darker shades of Richard—disappeared with 
him. He had his sluggish moods, his torpors—but 
they were the halting-stones and resting-places of 
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his tragedy—politic savings, and fetches of the 
breath—husbandry of the lungs, where nature 
pointed him to be an economist—rather, I think, 
than errors of the judgment. They were, at worst, 
less painful than the eternal tormenting unap- 
peasable vigilance, the ‘ Jidless dragon eyes,” of © 
present fashionable tragedy. 


ON THE ACTING 


MUNDEN. 


ogee 


Nor many nights ago I had come home from seeing 
this extraordinary performer in Cockletop; and 
when I retired to my pillow, his whimsical image 
still stuck by me, in a manner as to threaten sleep. 
In vain I tried to divest myself of it, by conjuring 
up the most opposite associations. I resolved to be 
serious. I raised up the gravest topics of life; 
private misery, public calamity. All would not do. 

—_—— There the antic sate 

Mocking our state— 
his queer visnomy—his bewildering costume—all 
the strange things which he had raked together— 
his serpentine rod, swagging about in his pocket— 
Cleopatra’s tear, and the rest of his relics—O’Keefe’s 
wild farce, and his wilder commentary—till the 


ON THE ACTING OF MUNDEN. 339 


passion of laughter, like grief in excess, relieved 
itself by its own weight, inviting the sleep which in 
the first instance it had driven away. 

But I was not to escape so easily. No sooner did 
I fall into slumbers, than the same image, only more 
perplexing, assailed me in the shape of dreams. 
Not one Munden, but five hundred, were dancing 
before me, like the faces which, whether you will or 
no, come when you have been taking opium—all 
the strange combinations, which this strangest of all 
strange mortals ever shot his proper countenance 
into, from the day he came commissioned to dry up 
the tears of the town for the loss of the now almost 
forgotten Edwin. O for the power of the pencil to 
have fixed them when I awoke! A season or two 
since there was exhibited a Hogarth gallery. I do 
not see why there should not be a Munden gallery. 
In richness and variety the latter would not fall far 
short of the former. 

There is one face of Farley, one face of Knight, 
one (but what a one it is!) of Liston; but Mun- 
den has none that you can properly pin down, 
and call his. When you think he has exhausted 
his battery of looks, in unaccountable warfare with 
your gravity, suddenly he sprouts out an entirely 
new set of features, like Hydra. He is not one, 

| z2 
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but legion. Not so much a comedian, as a com- 
pany. If his name could be multiplied like his 
countenance, it-might fill a play-bill. He, and he 
alone, literally makes faces: applied to any other 
person, the phrase is a mere figure, denoting certain 
modifications of the human countenance. Out of 
some invisible wardrobe he dips for faces, as his 
friend Suett used for wigs, and fetches them out as 
easily. I should not be surprised’ to see him some 
day put out the head of a river horse; or come 
forth a pewitt, or lapwing, some feathered meta- 
morphosis. | 

I have seen this gifted actor in Sir Christopher 
Curry—in Old Dornton—diffuse a glow of senti- 
ment which has made the pulse of a crowded theatre 
beat like that of one man; when he has come in aid 
of the pulpit, doing good to the moral heart of a 
people. I have seen some faint approaches to this 
sort of excellence in other players. But in the 
grand grotesque of farce, Munden stands out as 
single and unaccompanied as Hogarth. Hogarth, 
strange to tell, had no followers. The school of 
Munden began, and must end with himself. 

Can any man wonder, like him? can any man 
see ghosts, like him? or fight with his own shadow 
—“ sessa”—as he does in that strangely-neglected 
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thing, the Cobbler of Preston—where his alternations 
from the Cobbler to the Magnifico, and from the 
Magnifico to the Cobbler, keep the brain of the spec- 
tator in as wild a ferment, as if some Arabian Night 
were being acted before him. Who like him can 
throw, or ever attempted to throw, a preternatural 
interest over the commonest daily-life objects? A 
table, or a joint stool, in his conception, rises into 
a dignity equivalent to Cassiopeia’s chair. It is in- 
vested with constellatory importance. You could 
not speak of it with more deference, if it were 
mounted into the firmament. A beggar in the 
hands of Michael Angelo, says Fuseli, rose the 
Patriarch of Poverty. So the gusto of Munden 
antiquates and ennobles what it touches. His pots 
and his ladles are as grand and primal as the 
seething-pots and hooks seen in old prophetic vision. 
A tub of butter, contemplated by him, amounts 
to a Platonic idea. He understands a leg of mut- 
ton in its quiddity. He stands wondering, amid 
the common-place materials of life, like primeval 
man with the sun and stars about him. 


THE END. 
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